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INTEODUCTION. 



The writer remembers, in the days of her 
youth, when conversing with the interesting 
subject of the following " Recollections" on the 
trials she had passed through and the grace 
which had sustained her, that friend observed, 
" Sometimes I think if weak and trembling 
christians knew how marvellously I have been 
supported through the conflicts I have had, 
they would be encouraged to trust in him who 
is 'a hiding place from the a\.atra.J ^tA^V-^^ 
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makes his strength perfect in the weakness of 
his people. I wish you could write a sketchy 
not of me, but of his dealings towards me, who 
is the great 'I AM/" The writer felt her 
inability to undertake it at that time, but made 
a mental promise that, at some future period, 
she would attempt it. Many years have united 
themselves with those beyond the flood since 
then, and, if the promise be not soon fulfilled, 
the individual who made it may be soon num- 
bered with the '* clods of the valley." So un- 
certain is the tenure by which we hold life that, 
unless we redeem time by doing with our 
" might whatever our hand findeth to do," we 
may be cut off before we have finished our 
work. 



IX 

To trace the successful operations of the 
Holy Spirit in turning a sinner from the error 
of his ways is encouraging to those who have 
hecome candidates for " the better land," par- 
ticularly to young people, whose ardent feelings 
seek for something more familiar than mere 
reasoning upon a subject so intimately connected 
with their eternal interests. With what avidity 
do they seek, in the lives of professing chris- 
tians, the conformation of those truths they 
hear from the pulpit and are taught by their 
friends. How readily, how earnestly, will they 
read those works in which are recorded the joys 
and sorrows, the conflicts and victories of a 
youthful disciple of the lowly Jesus, who has 
burst the frail tenement vi\MLc\i\iw\\ANi^^>Ksv.- 



mortal spirit to this vale of tears, and has taken 
her place at the right hand of God. Scanty as 
the materials have heen for this little hook, the 
writer trusts that it will, in some small degree, 
afford encouragement to young chiistians to 
live up to their privileges^ to " let their light 
shine,'' that others, seeing their good works, 
" may glorify their Father which is in heaven." 
This class of Readers is addressed most 
affectionately. You, my young Friends, have 
all things in your favour. You are in the 
spring of life. You are called upon now to 
take a guide with you to conduct you through 
the slippeiy path of youth, and, like Emma, you 
will find it " a lamp unto your feet and a light 
unto your path." Take your Bible, and be 
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not satisfied till you love to study it, till you 
experience " that man shall not live by bread 
alone^ but by every word that proceedeth out 
of the mouth of God." 



CHAPTER I. 

Emma's childhood. 



" They that seek me early shall find me.** 

Such is the rich promise given to the young : 
in these enlightened days it is more frequently 
brought before the attention of youth, than in 
the days of Miss Wingate's childhood, who was 
born in the city of Bath, March 22, 1801, 
when the Churches were not favoured with 
clergymen eminent for pietj? — happily that is 
not the case at the present time. Her parents 
were members of the Church of England, and 
lived amongst their fiiends as patterns of tem- 
perance in the pursuit of pleasure. 

Emma was a fragile flower from her infancy, 
and needed all the care a tender mother could 
bestow to protect her from the inequalities of 
our climate. At an early age aYke Taa.m^^'ax^^ ^ 

'a 
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precocity of understanding and an energy of 
mind which called forth the admiration of her 
friends, who imprudently expressed it in her 
presence, and thus were vanity and self-com- 
placency nurtured in the bud of her existence ; 
the evil effects of which would have been more 
serious than they were, had not seeds of grace 
germinated in her heart during childhood. At 
an early age Emma feared God, and, although 
she was not insti*ucted in divine things, as young 
people are at the present day, yet she felt the 
softening influence of the holy spirit, " which 
inclined her heart to keep his law " conscien- 
tiously, as far as she understood it. 

Order and neatness were conspicuous in 
the arrangement of her toys and her dress. 
When scarcely able to walk she could not be 
happy if her frock was soiled or her hands 
dirty ; and, if not made clean, she manifested 
great irritability. Emma was enthusiastically 
fond of flowers : she would frequently hold one 
of her favourites in her tiny fingers, and ex* 
claim, " Bootifu, mamma ; bootifu !" When 
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she grew old enough^ she would cut the shape 
of the petals of different flowers, with their sta- 
mina, stalks, and leaves: her enjoyment was 
complete if she were allowed to paint the 
colours and gum the parts together. Thus this 
passion for the '* smiles of heaven " led her to 
study botany as an amusement, at an age which 
most children devote to play. Her sensitive 
nature caused her much suffering: she could 
not look on acts of cruelty towards insects or 
animals : her infantine countenance would beam 
with delight if she rescued a fly from drowning, 
or prevented a worm being trod on. At such 
times she would look up and say to those who 
were with her, " No, no ! must not tread on 
poor worm !" then, shaking her head, she would 
add, " No ; Emma won't tread on poor worm !" 
Often has she been known to buy birds that she 
might give them liberty, when they have been in 
the hands of cruel boys. She would not pass on 
if she saw a boy beating a dog, but would com- 
pel her nurse to stop by her importimity. It 
need not be added that feYr l^^Ml^ <iws\!^ x^'sssx 
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her infantile appeals on the hehalf of the help- 
less animals. 

Her S3rnipathy was not confined to the brute 
creation ; even, as a child, her ear was ever open 
to the tale of woe, her eye ever ready to mingle 
its tears with the unfortunate, her hand ever 
willing to relieve the wants of the destitute, and 
her tender heart ever prompt in making sacri- 
fices for the distressed. Frequently her friends 
have had to interfere ; if a beggar came to the 
door when she was at her meals, she has been 
urgent to give up her breakfast or dinner, 
although scarcely tasted, repeating, " Emma 
doesn't want it ! Emma doesn't want it !" 

This dear child loved truth; her excellent 
papa had taught her to despise the shadow of 
falsehood, and so efifectually did he succeed, that 
she regarded it with reverence. I remember 
her telling me that she could only recollect 
being guilty of falsehood once, and then she was 
overcome by vanity. As a child she was de- 
sirous of being thought good and clever. The 
servant had had permission to go and see her 
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friends ; being very much attached to her little 
charge, she asked her mistress to allow her to 
take *' Miss Emma." The request was granted. 
Emma, finding herself surrounded by her in- 
feriors, who paid her great attention, was very 
free with her tongue : she repeated her hymns, 
and talked of what she was learning. Having a 
quick memory, she ranked amongst her studies 
many branches of education of which she had 
only heard the name. An old woman who was 
present could not restrain her admiration ; lift- 
ing up her hands she exclaimed, " La, Miss, 
how clever you be !" Emma's triumph was 
complete ; her little bosom thrilled with delight. 
But it lasted a very short time ; as soon as she 
had opportunity for reflection, she thought of 
the sin of her conduct, and suffered so severely 
in her mind that she was never tempted to re- 
peat the fault. 

As soon as Emma was old enough, she 
was sent to an establishment for young ladies, 
conducted in a very superior manner. I have 
often heard Miss Wingate express her gratitude 
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in very wann terms for one of the rules of this 
school, which was, that every young lady should 
commit to memory "the Sermon on the Mount." 
This proved a great blessing to Emma under 
many a cloud that darkened her hoiizon in after 
life. From the delicacy of her health the pro- 
gress of her education was frequently inter- 
rupted ; notwithstanding this disadvantage she 
became all that her fond parents could desire — 
lovely, intelligent, and accomplished. 

It has often been objected, that this kind of 
writing is too partial in describing the character 
of the deceased ; and that frequently the young 
have been misled by supposing that so much 
excellence is compatible with this state of im- 
perfection. The writer does not agree with the 
sentiment: she believes that many children 
have manifested lovely traits of character 
(through the infinite value of the atonement of 
Christ); and if they have 3delded to the soften- 
ing influence of the Holy Spirit, which has 
often rested on them like " the dew on the ten- 
der herb," these traits have continued to be 
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developed through youth, maturity, and old age. 
Having " sprung from heaven, they thither 
tend;" and the possessor is presented before 
the throne of God, a trophy of the Redeemer's 
love. 

Let no dear child be discouraged. You, too, 
my gentle Reader, may become the recipient of 
the same grace in the days of your childhood : 
it has been purchased for you by the life, suffer- 
ings, and death of the " Son of God, who was 
manifested to take away your sin and the sin of 
the world." Although the pencil of affection 
has traced this outline of Emma's character, she 
was truly all she is here described. May her 
example be felt and followed by every Reader. 



li ^ 



CHAPTER II. 



EMMA*S YOUTH. 



" The early years of girlhood have a peculiar charm. 
A solemD interest gathers round them, which arrests the 
attention and touches the heart of a thoughtful ohserver." 
—The Course ofLife^ by F. M. S. 

It must be remembered that Emma was not in 
a favourable position for the progress of piety. 
The form of religion was observed as it regarded 
going to church once on the Sabbath^ reading a 
family prayer, observing Lent, and refraining 
from all gross sins ; but her family were 
strangers to vital godliness ; that " new birth," 
without which we cannot behold the glory of 
God, was not known to them. Although Emma 
felt the effects of restraining grace, she did not 
understand the requirements of the Gospel, to 
give up all for Christ ; consequently, when her 
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education was finished and she was introduced, 
she freely partook of the pleasures of the world, 
which are presented to the young in such fasci- 
nating colours. She was captivated ; her atten- 
tion was arrested by the gay scenes which flitted 
before her ; her eye was fixed on the world ; 
for awhile she forgot her best interests, but she 
knew it not ; she deceived herself ; she fancied 
because she never omitted repeating her prayer 
night or morning, even when she returned late 
from the "magic circle," she congratulated 
herself that she remained uninjured in the giddy 
whirl of pleasure. Such is the deceitfulness of 
sin ; but " he who quenches not the smoking 
flax," had the eye of love and tender compas- 
sion fixed on her. He saw the enemy of man 
presenting the bait ; *• the small still voice" 
whispered all was not right — time was mis-spent. 
at such seasons conscience would be aroused. 
Emma would listen ; she read her Bible more 
attentively, and resolved, when she next went to 
church, she would mark what the mmister would 
say on pleasure. How " can the blind le«A\3csfe 

1^5 
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blind ?'* The clergyman, alas ! knew nothing 
of the " love of God," — " the peace that passeth 
all understanding/' — *' the new birth." He loved 
the world and its pleasures : his preaching was 
not calculated to lead her to see her error, or 
convince her of the evil of sin. We cannot 
wonder that she returned from such lectures 
satisfied with herself, and thanked ''God she 
was not as others." 

Emma had accustomed herself to note cir- 
cumstances and events as they occurred, and to 
give expression to the overflowings of her young 
heart in a Journal. In her sixteenth year she 
expresses herself thus : — 

" How diflerent is my situation to that of 
some of my fellow creatures ; I am in the full 
enjo3anent of the invaluable blessing — health, 
whilst many are wearing out a miserable exis- 
tence on beds of languishing. Providence has 
kindly given me every comfort this world can 
afibrd, and has surrounded me with beloved 
friends, so that time appears to fly on wings of 
speed ; while some have to contend with pining 
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want and the destitution of every thing that can 
render life desirahle ; no kind friends to parti- 
cipate in the corroding sorrows that cause the 
hitter tears to chase each other down the fur- 
rowed cheek of grief; no language of soft com- 
passion whispered into the ears that hear little 
hesides contempt and ridicule." 

So great was the importance that Miss Win- 
gate attached to the polish of the gentlewoman, 
that she studiously avoided admitting to her in- 
timacy any young lady who did not aim to im- 
prove the graces of hoth mind and person. The 
writer well rememhers heing struck off her list 
of friends on this account ; they could not agree 
on the suhject^ they separated, and did not meet 
again till they were " new creatures in Christ 
Jesus." Their friendship was then renewed, and 
continued until it was interrupted hy death. 

Miss Wingate had read the Scriptures from 
hahit hitherto. Ahout the latter part of her seven- 
teenth year, she heard two gentlemen disputing 
on some of the doctrines of the Christian re- 
ligion, which excited her curiosity ftxAVA.xsi ^ 
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careful perusal of the Word of God. She found 
it " sharper than a two-edged sword ;" it went 
to her heart ; she felt it was a discemer of the 
thoughts and intents of the heart. This dis- 
covery excited uneasiness, she felt convinced 
that all she had acquired was hut dross com- 
pared to the " wedding garment," " the white 
stone/* and *' a right to the tree of life.'* What 
shall I do to he saved ? was the important ques- 
tion that now occupied her mind continually. 
She knew no one that could answer it One 
day as she was pondering these things in her 
heart, she recollected an old man who had heen 
hreaking stones on the road hefore her papa's 
house, to whom she had shown kindness ; she 
had observed that during the time allowed for 
the noontide meal, he sat under the hedge read- 
^g ; she thought it might be a Bible ; she de- 
termined to go at his dinner hour and see ; she 
went, and found the old man reading the Word 
of Life. Willingly did he close his book to 
direct the young inquirer to the foot of the 



cross. 
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I cannot forbear making a digression about 
this godly man. One Sabbath afternoon I 
went to visit one of the workhouses ; on enter- 
ing the room to which I was directed^ I saw an 
old man, tall and thin; on his countenance 
was the smile of heavenly peace; his ap- 
pearance was very imposing. I listened atten- 
tively while he talked to a poor woman, who 
appeared to derive encouragement from his 
conversation. After he had finished, he knelt 
down to prayer ; I was surprised ; his language, 
his knowledge of the Scriptures and how to 
apply them, his earnestness, his power in wrest- 
ling with God in prayer, made the room a little 
Bethel. When he ended, I arose solemnized 
and humblecl at the contrast between us. I was 
anxious to converse with him about '' the sin- 
ner's friend," but he excused himself, saying 
he had a great many visits to pay that after- 
noon to many a sufferer, who would feel disap- 
pointed if they did not see him. Thus this aged 
man six days in the week broke stones on the 
highway, on the seventh he poured coiv%Q\a.Vv5fft. 
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into the bosoms of those who were afflicted 
and poor, who had no man to care for their 
souls ! 

Mr. Wingate*s family felt an interest in this 
old man, and often sent him a dinner when he 
worked near their house. Emma, having dis- 
covered the depravity of her heart, found great 
comfort in talking with him : divine light broke 
in upon her soul ; the cord of love gradually 
drew her to him who gave his life for her salva- 
tion ; she " conferred not with flesh and blood ;" 
she heeded not the sneer of the ungodly, nor 
the needless lamentations of those who thought 
she had gone mad. Emma was determined to 
" flee from the wrath to come " At once she 
came out from the world, and bore the reproach 
of the cross. Her papa thought she was going 
to an extreme : he reasoned with her upon the 
necessity of keeping her sentiments more to 
herself, and conforming a little to the world. 
Emma replied to this reasoning to this efiect — 
that she dared not comply with her papa's 
wishes : her Bible declared that '* whosoever is 
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the friend of the worid is the enemy of God ;" 
and that the Saviour had said, '* Whosoever shall 
deny me before men, him will I also deny before 
my father which is in heaven." 

How great is the condescension and goodness 
of God, who causes his love to descend on the 
youthful candidates in the christian course in 
such copious showers, that they are compelled 
to acknowledge they are bom again ; they were 
dead, but. now they live; they were blind, but 
now they see. They view every thing through a 
different medium. I'ime, which had been lightly 
esteemed, is now considered a talent to be 
accounted for; opportunities for doing good 
are not neglected. No, for they are " new crea- 
tures in Christ Jesus." 

The change in this young lady attracted great 
attention. Many of her young friends who 
were offended, and complained that Miss Win- 
gate had become a Methodist and was always 
preaching to them, gradually withdrew them- 
selves, to the great relief of Emma, who rejoiced, 
since she could do them no good, tVv^v ^\^5b^ 
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discontinued their visits. The young gentle- 
man to whom Miss Wingate was engaged, par- 
ticipated in all her joys and sorrows. They 
mutually sought a ministry more congenial with 
their present views. For some time they at- 
tended a dissenting place of worship, and found 
great profit One of the servants was a Wes- 
leyan Methodist ; she had ohserved with delight 
the change which had taken place in Mr. — 
and Miss Wingate, and ventured one Sabbath 
to inform her young mistress that Mr. Lessey, 
a very good and popular minister, would preach 
at the Methodist chapel that evening, and if she 
would but go and hear him, the servant added, 
she was sure her young lady would be pleased. 
But Emma's mind had been unfavourably im- 
pressed with regard to this section of Christ's 
Church, and refused to go. She named it to 

Mr. , begged him to hear the *' Methodist 

preacher" to satisfy Ann (meaning the seiTant). 
He went; he was surprised. His mind was 
more deeply impressed than ever with the im- 
poTt&nce of '' vital godliness," and he informed 
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Emma that he thought seriously of calling on 
Mr. Lessey, to converse with him on the suhject 
that ahsorhed his thoughts. The result of this 
visit was, that they joined the Methodists, and 
shunned not to declare that they were candidates 
for an " incorruptible inheritance." 



CHAPTER III. 

EMMA IN SICKNESS. 



*^ Prosperity relaxes the tone and strength of many 
moral excellences : adversity restores them. Spiritual 
graces, that droop and wither in the light of honour and 
joy, reyive and bloom in the shades of humiliation and 
sorrow." — The Course of Life, by F. M. S, 

Emma had hitherto basked in the sunbeam of 
prosperity. She possessed every blessing her 
heart desired; fond parents^ affectionate brothers^ 
a sister whom she tenderly loved, and a friend 

in Mr. , to whom she wassincerley attached, 

who imited with her in all her plans of useful- 
ness. Her cup of joy was full ; but we are 
placed here on trial, and •' whom the Lord loveth 
he chasteneth." Emma must be sifted : she 
had manifested her zeal and sincerity in health 
and prosperity, but how would she bear the 
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crucible ? He who loved her placed her in it, 
and he himself sat as the refiner. Miss Win- 
gate's health began to droop; consumptive 
symptoms appeared; medical skill for awhile 
warded ofif the immediate efiects of this subtle 
disease. Faith must be tried, and Patience 
must have her perfect work. In order to effect 
this, the props of earth were to be removed, 
that her only foundation for happiness should 
be " the rock of ages." She was called to give 
strong proofs of her legitimacy as a child of 
God. ** The captain of our salvation was made 
perfect through suffering," and his followers 
enter heaven " through much tribulation." 

It was during this affliction that Emma felt 
the benefit of class meeting. Mr. Wingate 
allowed one to be held at his nouse to please his 
suffering child, who enjoyed this profitable 
means of grace the more as she was deprived of 
the ordinances of the Lord's house. The Rev. T. 
Lessey and the Rev. R. Reece were true pastors 
to this young christian. She was led into the 
inner courts of the temple, she {^\ o\\ \\\^VA^^\v 
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manna^ and " grew in grace and in the know- 
ledge of the truth as it is in Jesus." * 

EXTRACTS FROM HER JOURNAL. 

"New Years Eve, 1818. How time flits 
away, like a passing shadow ! The bell of some 
sacred pile has struck the solemn hour ; a peal 
of bells is ringing to usher in the new year. 
How serious the thought ! how short is human 
life ! how rapidly I am hastening to that * bourn 
from whence no traveller returns.' This planet 
has completed another revolution, and I have 
entered on a new year.'* 

'' How many souls have gone to an eternal 
world during the past few hours P I know not 
how soon I may be called to lay my body in the 
house appointed for all living, no more to behold 
the return of days, months, and seasons. Since 
life is held on such an uncertain tenure, I must 
begin most earnestly to prepare myself for that 
inheritance which fadeth not away. O, Almighty 
Father ! teach me the true value of time, and 
give me gi'ace that I may apply my heart 
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unto wisdom, that when I drop the veil of 
mortality, I may enter on a state of never end- 
ing felicity." 

" 1st January. Spent much of last night in 
contemplation. I arose early, for I could not 
longer remain in hed, owing to great pain in my 
side. I was soon joined by my friend. My 
mind had been pained by the unprofitable con- 
versation of the * lovers of pleasure," who re- 
gard such seasons as a license to put God further 
from them, and meet a fresh period of time as 
though they had received a renewed assurance 
that this was their eternal abode. Alas ! they 
little think that they have heard the knell of 
their departed hours. They ask not what 
* report they have borne to heaven.* Why 
will man, possessing such exalted faculties, 
suffer his heart to seek for happiness in a pro- 
bationary state ? Why does he so eagerly pur- 
sue an ignis fatuus that conducts the wanderer to 
eternal death P Why not accustom himself to 
forget his shackles of mortality, and soar to the 
throne of the Eternal, and drink \^x.^ ^x^\)l^!&n.^ 
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from the ' pure river of water of life, clear as 
crystal, proceeding out of the throne of God 
and of the Lamh ?* Surely this ought to be 
the emplo3anent of heaven's favourite, whose 
being is commensurate with eternity, whose 
spirit is capable of enjoying eternal happiness 
or suffering endless woe. My God, let me not 
forget what I ought to be, and what I must do 
to obtain, through the merits of my Redeemer, 
acceptance with God. 

''It has pleased thee. Omnipotent Father ! to 
bring me to behold the beginning of another 
year ; richly have I been fed with thy bounty, 
and clothed with thy love through the past year; 
but how much have I abused thy long suffering 
with my repeated transgressions and the collo- 
sity of my rocky heart. I have long since de- 
served eternal death, but thou has not permitted 
destruction to overwhelmn me ; on the contrary, 
thy love has brought me out of darkness into 
marvellous light, and I have an earnest desire 
to love and serve thee better. 

** Then since thou hast remembered me with 
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such everlasting love, let me enter into a cove- 
nant with my adorable Lord to forsake the gilded 
vanities of this world, and pursue with increased 
avidity the substantial joys of religion. 

' Our lasting happiness be found 
Where seasons roll their endless round, 
Where days and hours with rapid flight, 
Sweep cares and comforts out of sight.' 

" I feel the truth of the poet's assertion — 
happiness has its origin in God alone, who is 
the fountain of all good. Oh, my soul ! flee 
the delusion of creature happiness ; ' trust not 
man, whose breath is in his nostrils/ 

" Let me redeem time, for it is in time only 
that the great work of redemption can be 
effected. Let me consider with seriousness 
that years are swiftly revolving, that the sands 
of life are falling fast : soon the last particle 
will drop, and I shall enter an unknown world ! 
Art thou prepared, oh, my soul ! for this myste- 
rious change ? Ah, no ! Well may'st thou 
answer thus : speed to the city o^ te^v\%<^ \ ^^^^v* 
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thou not that spot P Look again : lift up thy 
guilty eyes : hehold the fountain, it is open for 
sinners still. Yes ; open for thee. Go cleanse 
thy polluted soul : fit thee for thy flight. Get 
salve to anoint thine eyes : rest on the merits 
of the Redeemer : he presents to thee pardoning 
mercy and justifying grace. Accept his offers 
of love, and, hy faith in him, thou shalt over- 
come the world, the flesh, and the devil. He 
will sustain thee through the conflict of life, and 
fit thee for thy passage across ' the dark river 
of death,* and hring thee safely to the ' hright 
city' where ceases all alarm — 

* Where not a wave of trouble rolls 
Across the peaceful breast.' 

" May the past suflice in which I have done 
evil; may old things he put away, and may all 
things become new in Christ Jesus, for on him my 
soul rests. I purpose, if God spare my life, to 
devote a great part of my time in reading those 
works most likely to increase my knowledge in 
divine things. I fear, with respect to my health. 
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I must still be a suiferer of his will, who loves my 
soul too well for me to be lacking in anything that 
will promote my eternal welfare. H e has put the 
book of affliction into my hand ; may I have grace 
to study it with humility and resignation." 

Emma highly prized the means of gi^^ce : to 
visit the courts of the Lord's house was a delight 
to her soul. The delicate state of her health 
frequently interrupted this enjoyment. Fre- 
quently would she say, when the privileged peo- 
ple of our land were summoned by " the church- 
going bell" to worship the Lord God of Sabaoth, 
" Oh that I could join the multitude to keep 
holy days, for my soul longeth, yea, even fainteth, 
for the courts of the Lord's house ; but thy will 
be done !" 

Miss Wingate's society was much sought. 
S3anpathy for one so young and so afflicted in- 
duced many of the excellent of the earth to 
visit her : curiosity excited others. Her fasci- 
nating and elegant manners attracted many who 
knew not the value of religion. She made her 
conversation agreeable to X\i«ai\i^ V«t ^LxSSSxs^^a^ 
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and easy style. She carefully avoided giving 
ofience ; yet I am not aware, after she became 
a decided follower of the meek and lowly Jesus, 
that she omitted in a single instance to warn 
the wicked, or to invite the stranger to the " fold 
of Christ*' 

I could give many facts to prove this, but one 
shall suffice. A young man was sent to Mr. 
Wingate s with patterns of silk : Emma spoke 
to him, ascertained that he was a reader, and an 
infidel. She urged him to read a book she 
offered to lend him, implored him to think seri- 
ously of the salvation of his soul ere he wilfully 
turned away from the sinner's only hope. He 
listened to her persuasions, and, when he re- 
turned the book, he acknowledged his error, and 
with tears added, it had led him to his Bible, 
and that had lead him to his God. 

Being impressed with spending her time well, 

Emma never willingly lost an hour. She did 

not forget the poor in her own affliction. She 

constantly supplied the basket of an aged won>an 

m'tA fancy articles for sale, who was indebted to 
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her for her principal support ; she kept a supply 
of these things, and many visitors, who were not 
inclined to give an alms, would make a purchase. 
Thus was this amiable girl enabled more fully 
to meet the necessities of the indigent. She 
made her way to the hearts of the poor by her 
sympathy and benevolence ; and many a sturdy 
" son of the soil'* has listened to her persuasions, 
which, being blessed by the holy spirit, have 
been instrumental in saving his soul. 

My industrious, my energetic friend, surely 
thy efforts wiU be seen after many days ! Even 
at this distant period, how faithfully can I retrace 
those seasons when I have seen Emma's counte- 
nance animated with the ardent desire of winning 
souls to Jesus With what patience has she 
borne the scoffs of some, the indifference of 
others. I have often said to her, " I fear your 
labour is in vain, my love ; these persons have 
no desire for the salvation of their souls." 
" Remember, Mary," she would reply, " how 
long you and I wandered in the patha oC o^tx^x^ 
how indifferent we weic Xo o\« V^^v. \^ve^^^\»»' 
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Who can tell what effect may he produced ; let 
us pray earnestly that God may add his hlesaing 
to the feehle eiforts that we make to extend the 
Redeemer's kingdom. If success depended on 
ourselves, we should have cause to desist and 
never put forth another energy to effect it, hut 
'our sufficiency is of God;' at all events, the 
hlood of that neighhour will not he required at 
my hands." Emma has her reward : she was 
not ashamed of her Saviour on earth, he is not 
ashamed of her in heaven : he has given her 
rest. She fought the good fight, and the con- 
flict is ended; she is now adorned with the 
" crown of life." 

March 11 th, 1820, she writes — ''I am com- 
pelled through extreme weakness to close my 
Journal ; should the hlessing of health he re- 
stored to me, I trust it will he devoted to him 
who hestows such things on me as he deems 
hest calculated to further my eternal interests. 
It is my prayer that every dispensation of his 
jDrovidence may hring me into closer union with 
himself: in submission to his mW, 1 ^\^^ fot 
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the blessing of health. My portion for to-day 
is Psalm Ixxiii. v. 28. ' But it is good for me 
to draw near to God. I have put my trust in 
the Lord God that I may declare all thy 
works.* " 

For eight months Miss Wingate suffered 
much. The promises she had been treasuring 
up in her heart were now fulfilled. "When 
thou passest through the waters, I will be with 
thee; and through the rivers, they shall not 
overflow thee. When thou walkest through the 
fire, thou shalt not be burned, neither shall the 
flame kindle upon thee, for I am the Lord thy 
God, the Holy One of Israel, thy Saviour." 
Emma realized it. The flame forgot its power 
to bum ; she lost only the dross, the gold was 
refined and purified, though, while the trial 
lasted, it was grievous to humanity ; but it 
worked the peaceable fruits of righteousness. 

When she was partially restored, she recom- 
menced her Journal : — " Here I raise my Ebe- 
nezer : hitherto my Lord hath helped me. 
Since I last wrote, I have paa!&«^ \)!Kto\^^ ^^'^'^ 
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waters, but they have not overwhelmned me ; 
I am still the living to praise him in whom my 
soul delighteth. ' Bless the Lord, oh, my soul ! 
and all that is within me, bless his holy name !' 
Through thy sacred influence, oh. Holy Spirit ! 
I am more alive unto righteousness, and dead 
unto the world, its vain pursuits and empty 
trifles. My soul thirsts for a present, a free, a 
full salvation. Here I desire to make an 
acknowledgment of his mercy and love towards 
me, and my gratitude for his unmerited bounty 
and compassion : of my willingness to be made 
one with him, of my eager desire to know him 
crucified, and the power of his resun*ection to 
stimulate me in the pursuit of a never fading 
crown. I wish this day to enter into solemn 
covenant with the Lord my God." 

This sacred act was followed by an increase 
of faith. She enjoyed communion with her 
Saviour : she drew nigh to a throne of grace in 
humble faith : she prostrated her soul there, 
and drank in copious draughts of the waters of 
Jife. 



CHAPTER IV. 

EMMAS TRIALS INCREASE. 



'^ When an increase of faith and hope have been 
intrusted to the Christian, a season of trial has gene- 
rally followed. After the Saviour had been baptized by 
the Holy Ghost, he was led up of the spirit into the 
wilderness to be tempted of the devil. So it is with 
his followers — they must be tried as silver is tried." 

Emma's record stands thus : — " How unsearch- 
able are thy judgments^ and thy ways past find- 
ing out. Again I take up my pen to record the 
goodness of the Lord under every stroke of that 
rod with which he sees fit to correct his children. 
Since I last wrote, a painful change has taken 
place in our temporal concerns. Riches make 
to themselves wings, and fly away. Connexions 
are dissolved ; even my favourite flowers fade 
as the keen blasts of winter advance — they only 
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flourish during the sunny days of summer. 
Be it so : they answer the end for which they 
were made. Winter — stem winter — is as neces- 
sary as the glowing summer : the northern hlast 
as useful as the gentle zephyr. Every thing 
helow the skies has mutahility stampt on it ; 
hutj, though heaven and earth shall pass away, 
thy word ahideth for ever — thy years fail not. 
Jesus Christ, the same yesterday, to-day, and 
for ever ! Glorious consideration ! 

' Bock of ages cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in thee.' 

*' The Lord has seen fit to visit my dearest 
papa with severe affliction, hoth in the hodily 
suflferings of his family and in severe losses in 
his worldly calling, yet the goodness and tender 
love of my heavenly father is past the power of 
language to recount. The choicest honey is in 
the rod, and the tempest is calmed hy the com- 
mand of Jesus—' Peace, he still !* The winds 
and waves ohey. What words can express. 
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what songs of praise can be adequate to tell of 
such unbounded love P Had I been called to 
pass through this trial some time ago, how 
rebellious I should have been. I know not how 
I could have endured to leave an abode so dear 
to me by many sweet associations, and under 
such circumstances, perhaps never to enter it 
again. That house in which I have spent so 
many happy hours, is now the habitation of 
strangers. The garden in which I have de- 
lighted to rear the beauteous blushing rose, to 
train the flaunting sprays of the odoriferous 
woodbine, and the grateful clematis ; the grotto 
work o'er which my hand had strewed the habi- 
tations of the shelly tribe and other marine 
productions; the graceful creeper and the 
velvet moss, the fragrant violet and the meek 
primrose from the neighbouring brakes, all 
these in past times would have given me many 
a pang to part with them. But now I can leave 
these things without regret, not that I love them 
less, on the contrary — but here lies the secret : 
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my soul has inhaled the perfume of ' the Rose 
of Shai'on.' 

* The sweetest flower that ever bloom'd, 

Open'd OD Calvary's tree ; 
Where Jesus' blood so ireelj flowed 
For love of worthless me.' 

'* My heart is disposed to hasten onward to 
that garden where grows the tree of life, whose 
leaves are for the healing of the nations. My 
soul desires not that which will perish in the 
using, hut pants after that inheritance which 
is incorruptihle, and that fadeth not away. 

* "Where Jesus dwells my soul would be, 
To spend a long eternity ; 

To see his face, to laud his name, 
To shout all glory to the Lamb.' " 

I am disposed to think this was the most try- 
ing part of Miss Wingate's life : it was the 
commencement of those sorrows commissioned 
to hasten her to the haven of eternal repose. 
Hitherto she had heen flattered and admired ; 
she was now called to prove the hollowness of 
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these professions^ and^ although her mind was 
fortified by divine grace^ and she had put on the 
" whole armour of God " to meet the frowns of 
the worlds still it had made her heart ache, 
and often caused the bitter tears to flow. 
During these seasons of deep distress, she would 
cast herself " on the broad bosom of her God/' 
and never failed to find that consolation which 
cheered and strengthened her. She eat the 
bread of God, and experienced it to be an anti- 
dote to the sorrows of this life. She was en- 
abled to comfort her parents, with whom she 
deeply sympathized, and exerted her efiforts to 
direct them to a higher som*ce for happiness. 
When she saw her papa's face shaded with 
anxious care, she would remind him that trials 
arose not out of the dust : they are designed to 
wean us from earth. *' Let us listen to the call, 
my beloved papa, and look up to him who alone 
can help us. He may not see fit to remove 
these trials, but he can give grace to bear them." 
She had the happiness to see that parent become 
a participator of the blessings of redem^\i<^yc^« 
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Another stroke quickly followed. Death 
entered, and took from their circle one who had 
lived her three score years and ten — Emma's 
grandmama died. Soon after her death, *' the 
flashed cheek and hleached skin " of her eldest 
brother too plainly showed that consumption 
had begun its devastations on his youthful 
frame, which, in a short time, laid him with 
" the clods of the valley." During his illness, 
his Bible was his constant companion night and 
day : he marked all the words of the Saviour 
with his pencil : he appeared to live on the 
Word of God : he was unobtrusive in his piety, 
would never speak of the state of his mind, 
fearing, as he said, ** that he might mistake his 
feelings for the work of the Holy Spirit ; he 
rested on Christ, that was all he could say about 
it." Much might be written of this interesting 
youth, but my limits will not allow of enlarge- 
ment; suffice it to say, he fell asleep in Jesus 
in the August of 1822. The precise moment 
of his departure was not known, so quietly did 
his spirit leave the suflering and exhausted 
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tenement which hound it to earth. Mr. Win- 
gate had heen sent for ahout four o'clock in the 
morning; Edwin had changed so much^ that 
the nurse thought he must he dying. His 
father knelt down^in compliance with a sign 
from his son^ and read a prayer. When he 
arose from his knees> only the mortal remains 
of his son were hefore him^ the spirit had 
entered the habitations of the just. 

*' Blessed place, no foe can enter 
And no friend departeth thence; 

Jesus is their snn, their centre; 
And their shield, Omnipotence." 

Were not this earth the scene appointed for 
the exhibition of the Power of God, the Wisdom 
of God, the Goodness of God, and the Holiness 
and Justice of God in bringing his Church 
through this wilderness, rendered dreary and 
dangerous by the moral depravity of the in- 
habitants, we should conclude that the followers 
of our Lord Jesus Christ are most miserable. 
When we see them chastened by affliction aXt&n 
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affliction, we are too apt to think that they are 
sinners above others^ forgetting that the people 
of God are a spectacle to angels and to men — 
that they are to shew forth the Omnipotence of 
Grace in restoring them to the image they have 
lost. " The first man is of the earthy earthy ; 
the second man ia the Lord from heaven. As 
is the earthy^ such are they also that are earthy ; 
and as is the heavenly^ such are they also that 
are heavenly. And as we have borne the image 
of the earthy, we shall also bear the image of 
the heavenly." ( 1st Cor. xv. c. 47, 48, 49 v.) To 
effect this mighty change in man, he is placed 
in such circumstances of trial which convince 
him of the dangerous error of resting in any 
earthly good, or what may appear so to a corrupt 
nature. Let u» keep this in view in pursuing 
Emma's course through this vale of tears, on 
her way to " the city whose builder and foimder 
is the living God." Scarcely had the grave 
closed on the corpse of the youthful Edwin, ere 
death again appeared, and took an aim which 
paralyzed the whole family, and was followed 
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by tbe most distressing consequences. Thy 
arrow was prepared by an unerring hand^ oh. 
Death ! neither prayers nor tears could arrest 
it : the bow was bent, the deadly weapon 
flew, and Emma was fatherless — ^her mother a 
widow. 

A few days* illness terminated the earthly 
existence of Mr. Wingate. He who had only 
three weeks before followed the ronains of Ms 
beloved son, was now placed by his side in the 
narrow house appointed lor all living. 

There are some sorrows whidi produce a 
sacred awe : the sufferers are regarded by those 
around them with speechless sympathy. In 
looking back upon that period of Emma's life, 
I am.remnded of Job's trials and the conduct 
of hts friends: — '^ So they sat down with him 
upon the ground seven days and seven nights, 
and none spake a word unto him, for they saw 
thai his grief was very great." 

So unexpected and so sudden had been the 
blow, that Mr. Wingate had no time to make 
any arrangements for his family. By his death 
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they were placed in circumstances of embarrass- 
ment. As soon as Emma had recovered the 
stunning effects of this bereavement^ she began 
to think what she could do to alleviate their 
difficulties. She was the eldest. Her widowed 
mother was left with three children — Emma^ 
Henry, and Eliza. Henry and Eliza were too 
young to help themselves. The sorrow of the 
widow was so overwhelming, that it devolved 
upon Emma to consult with her friends respect- 
ing her future course. Mr. , her friend, 

was a stay to the family, at this time of trial, 
by his sympathy and advice. Emma's faith 
failed not, her stronghold was the *' Rock of 
Ages." 

Let not the young christian be discouraged 
in contemplating the dark cloud of adversity 
that surrounded this young lady after she be- 
came a child of God, and suppose that, if she 
had continued to live '' in pleasure," she might 
have escaped the troubles that beset her path. 
My dear young friends, "we should greatly 
err, not knowing the Scriptures," if we drew 
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ftuch an inference from the dealings of that 
benevolent and holy being " who has so loved 
the worlds that he gave his only begotten Son^ 
that whosoever believeth in him should not 
perish, but have everlasting life." Having paid 
such a price for our redemption, will he not, by 
prosperity or by adversity, by health or by 
sickness, lead us to see his love, and the folly 
and madness of setting our affections on things 
earthly, on objects so mutable that, although 
alluring from their first appearance, in a short 
time convince us that they are among the things 
which shall be removed— they cannot remain P 
but we may " receive a kingdom which cannot 
be moved," if we listen to the call of the Holy 
Spirit. Let us remember that, if we be faithful 
to the grace given, we shall have an abiding 
peace, and pleasures for evermore* 

After the first pangs of grief had subsided, 
Emma began to hope that by her exertions she 
might be able to alleviate their troubles. Hope 
plumed her wing and brightened her eye, and 
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looked forward to days of peace. Alas ! the 
human heart is deceitful^ how little we know it ! 
Emma heliered, most sincerely^ that all her 
resignation arose from faith in her Saviour: 
she did not suspect that her affection for Mr. 
— had given so bright a colouring to the 
future. Emma had to learn that man was 
not to he trusted as a stay in the hour of 
trial ; she had to learn that she could not trust 
herself. 

In three months after the death of her father 
she was deserted by him who possessed the 
warm affections of her young heart. For a 
time she was stupified ; the struggle was great 
between nature and grace for one months but 
what had she learned in that month? At the 
beginnings she was a buoyant hopeful girl ; at 
the close, she was an experienced sedate 
woman ! 

Many are living at this time who were wit- 
nesses of the exalting power of religion in this 
young christian. Instead of yielding to a 
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morbid sensibility, she roused herself from 
the stupor of griefs and conducted herself 
with a delicate propriety that astonished her 
dearest friends — '^ His grace was sufficient for 
her." 
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EMMA AN INSTRUCTRESS OF YOUTH. 



This trial of the affections led her to ''a closer 
walk with God/' and to the exercise of a more 
expansive benevolence. She now began to live 
for others. Her widow mother^ her fatherless 
brother and sister^ had claims on her exertions : 
she followed the advice of her friends^ and 
opened a boarding school. Those whose friend- 
ship bore the test of adversity gathered round 
herj and used their influence to promote her 
success, and Emma saw herself in the respon- 
sible situation of an instructress of youth. She 
threw her whole energies into the arduous un- 
dertaking, and cherished the hope that she 
might yet see her mother's face lighted up 
with smiles, and the sorrows of her own heart 
healed. 
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Every spare moment she carefully improved^ 
in order to have time to carry out her designs 
for the poor. Although she could not do much 
in rendering pecuniary assistance, yet she felt 
she was much more qualified than hefore to 
administer comfort to the mourner and to pour 
the balm of sympathy into the wounded spirit. 
Emma was in the habit of visiting the work- 
house: she succeeded in persuading many of 
the women to assemble in one of their rooms on 
the Sabbath afternoon to read the Scriptures 
and tracts with which she constantly supplied 
them. The writer remembers well the impres- 
sion that was made on her mind when she 
visited this place on one occasion for Miss 
Wingate. It was a lovely day in spring; 
beauty and gladness pervaded all the works of 
God. My heart was deeply penetrated with 
the goodness of God, and I could unite with the 
Psalmist in saying, " Make a joyful noise unto 
God all ye lands : sing forth the honour of his 
name : make his praise glorious. Thou makest 
the outgoings of the morning and evening to 
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rejoice : thou visitest the earth and waterest it : 
thou greatly enrichest it with the river of God, 
which is full of water." I was feai*ful this 
gladness of heart would be damped by the 
inmates of the workhouse; I had arrived at 
the door, for a moment I felt reluctant to 
enter; this selfishness was quickly overcome, 
and I proceeded to the room described to me. 
I went in without being perceived, which 
afforded me the opportunity of taking a survey. 
One woman, who appeared to have the pre- 
cedence, was reading. I should think about 
twenty were sitting round her, all very intently 
listening. I was surprised to find such an air 
of comfort pervade the place, and smiling con- 
tentment resting on every countenance. As 
soon as I was observed, the reader stopped : I 
conversed with them for some time, and was 
delighted with their expressions of gitititude 
for my dear friend's attentions. Some of the 
women were " converted," and united with Miss 
Wingate most warmly in using all their influ- 
ence to lead others to seek salvation through 
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faith in Jesus Christ. The experience of one 
of them taught me a lesson of resignation that 
I have never forgotten. She was an aged 
widow^ and once possessed several houses^ and 
lived on a comfortable independency. Through 
a law- suit she lost all her property, and had to 
seek a shelter in this workhouse. " I have to 
bless God/' she added as she finished her tale, 
" for the ordeal, although it has been a fiery 
one ; I have lost my earthly treasures, but in 
their place I have heavenly treasures, which 
none can take from me; I have peace with 
God, through our Lord Jesus Christ. My 
trials have all been for the best; I am very 
happy here. I am allowed to go to my chapel 
once on the Sunday, which is a great privi- 
lege.*' 

After a little more conversation with the 
others, I left them happy in the prospect of a 
cup of tea through the consideration of Emma, 
who still kept her poor fund, to which her 
friends willingly contributed. They prayed for 
blessings to rest on her head. Who would 
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forego the blessings of the poor P The selfish 
are not to be envied, who, cased in their im- 
penetrable shell, know not the luxury of a 
blessing from the poor. 

Another instance of persevering attention to 
the spiritual wants of the unconverted in her 
neighbourhood was displayed in the case of a 
sick man. When she first called on him, she 
found him entirely careless of his eternal wel- 
fare : he treated her rudely, and said, " She 
need not trouble herself about him, he was not 
going to die yet." He was far gone in con- 
sumption, but would not believe it. Emma 
was not to be daunted by his rudeness ; she 
gained a sullen consent to read a few verses of 
Scripture to him, and prayed for him. When 
she visited him the second time, he was an 
altered man ; he was deeply convinced that he 
was a sinner ; his fear was that he had sinned 
beyond redemption ; he had " a broken and a 
contrite heart." Several weeks before he died, 
he entered into " the liberty of the children of 
God !" 
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In her visits of charity ope day she met with 
an old woman in very destitute circumstances, 
who had lost her daughter on whom she de- 
pended for support. Her tale of woe touched 
Emma's heart ; she was in a difficulty — how 
could she help her ? When she came home, 
she mentioned to a friend the circumstances of 
the poor woman ; they consulted together ; soon 
her countenance brightened, and she said, " I 
have thought of a plan, Mary, for the relief of 
poor ' Granny,* (by this name the woman was 
known,) I will give a penny weekly, and I will 
make an application to our rich neighbours to 
help me ; I think I shall succeed in obtaining 
enough to save her from severe suffering." 

Miss Wingate soon put her plan to the test, 
and, to her great gratification, in a short time 
made up five shillings per week. This was a 
large sum, when added to two shillings and six- 
pence per week from the parish, lliis aged 
woman was watched over with tenderness and 
care as long as Emma remained in that 
vicinity. 
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The purest intentions are not always under* 
stood; these efforts were censured by many, 
particularly by those who lived only for them- 
selves. They did not understand that this 
young lady often forgot her own sorrows while 
she was endeavouring to lessen those of her 
fellow-creatures ; but her heavenly Father^ who 
read the secrets of her heart, blessed her 
abundantly, and watered her soul with the dew 
of his love. 



CHAPTER VI. 



> 



EMMAS SISTER DIES. 



*' Dear is the ipot where Eliza sleeps, 
And sweet the strain that angels pour ; 
Oh ! why should we in anguish weep P 
She is not lost, but gone before.'' 

Her school continued to increase for some 
time^ but affliction was not removed. Eliza^ 
the youngest child^ was at this time disposed to 
be delicate in her health. Her mama and 
sister watched her changing countenance with 
anxiety : they hoped, for two yearsi that she 
would outlive the weakness that frequently in- 
terrupted the joyousness of youth. Eliza 
never shone; she was from infancy one of 
those retiring characters who, like the lilly of 
the valley, seek the shade to unfold its beauty. 
Her sister had taken great pains with her 
education, and she had become a Bible student. 
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My young friends^ I am sure, will forgive 
me, if I introduee this dear child to their notice. 
I wUl endeavour not to he tedious, and will 
only advert to her last Hhiess. After suffering 
for two or three years, her case was at length 
considered precarious ; still the physician hoped 
that medical skill would he successful, hut all 
the means that were used failed ; the food that 
was taken did not afford nourishment to Eliza's 
sinking frame. 

One heaudful day in the spring of 1825, the 
dear child was sitting with a friend whom she 
loved* and to whom she could speak without 
reserve. She said, " "Miss. , I am some- 
times inclined to murmur when I see the young 
ladies in the garden enjoying the heautiful days 
of spring, while I am so feehle that even sitting 
too long tires me.** " I hope, my dear," replied 

Miss , " that soon you will be able to join 

them. You know what Dr. B. said the last 
time he saw you, that he was very sanguine 
about the medicine he has prescribed." Eliza 
answered, '* I feel encouraged when I think of 
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that, but it is a long time dnce I could walk far 
to gather my favourite spring flowers — the 
primrose and violet." She turned her head to 
look at the garden more earnestly ; the trees 
were in full bloom, and nature appeared to 
rejoice in youthfolness. The tears were in her 
eyes as she said, '' What a beautiful world ! Is 
it wrong to wish to live ?" " No, my love," 
her friend replied, " provided our wish be in 
submission to the will of God, because he has 
given us richly all things to enjoy." " Then I 
wish, if it be his will, to recover " This was 
said with fervour. The spring passed away, the 
summer came, July was sultry, the suflerer felt 
its wasting influence, she could not sit up, the 
slightest efibrt produced profuse perspirations, 
the languor was extreme, and she felt unusually 
restless. On one of these days Dr. B. called, 
and, in order to eheer her, told her that she 
would soon be better. What he said encouraged 
her ; but, at the same time, he told her mama 
and sister that he could do nothing more for her, 
and that they mast on no account mAk^ V^^^ 



54 CHAPTER YI. 

acqoamted with her real state^ as the excite- 
ment might hasten her death. This was 
dreadful to Emma, to know that her cherished 
sister must die, and yet not he made acquainted 
with it. The trial was almost too much for her 
distracted mother; she entertained no fear 
ahout her child's final state; she considered 
that she was too good ever to he in danger of 
losing heaven ; her difficulty was in disguising 
her feelings. Emma consulted with a friend, 
for she knew that there was hut one way to that 
'' incorruptihle inheritance/' and that was hy 
the Cross of Christ. She said to her friend, 
" You have great influence with mama, try to 
prevail on her to allow you to speak to my 
deai'est sister ; and, oh, Mary ! I entreat you 
to pray that God's hlessing may attend it." 
Mrs. Wingate, quite unexpectedly, consented, 
prohahly hecause she thought it impossihle to 
conceal her own feelings. 

It was a Sahhath day when Miss visited 

Eliza, who had heen conveyed with difficulty to 
the drawing room. Her eye brightened as she 
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looked at her friend^ and, as well as she could, 
she said, '' Dr. B. says that I shall soon be 
better ; do you thmk I shall. Miss ." 

" You know, my dear Eliza, I do not like to 
say much, I prefer preparing for the worst," 

said Miss ., "and hoping for the best; 

even medical men may be deceived. You will 
remember, my love, that your sister's plan iii 
visiting the sick is to try to lead them to see 
the necessity of being prepared to die, we then 
know they will be fit to live." 

Eliza : "Then you think I shall not live." 

Miss : " My dear Eliza, whatever may 

be the result of this illness, whether it be for 
life or death, you will be a gainer, I trust. I 
hope death does not alarm you, ' the sting of 
death is sin.' You have not to learn now who 
is the Saviour of sinners ; I hope you have long 
believed in him as your Redeemer." 

Eliza (with tears) : " Must I pass through 
the agonies that some persons have, of whom I 
have read, to be converted ?" 

Mtss -— : " It is not the a^m&%\\MX.^«sA^ 
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persons passed through that was conversion, 
but their possessing ' that faith which is of the 
operation of the Spirit of God,' by which they 
are able to rest on the merits of Jesus Christ 
for salvation, rejecting all dependence on self- 
righteousness for acceptance with God. He 
can, my love, cause this change to take place 
without the least injury to your body ; you may 
rely on the tenderness of your heavenly father, 
he knows your frame, he remembers that you 
are dust." 

EuzA : " What did Dr. B. say to mama ?" 

Miss : ''Can you bear my faithfulness, 

my dear Eliza ? I do not think that you can 
recover; but what of that? Here you are 
called to suffer, in that ' bright city ' the in-» 
habitants no more say they are sick.^ 

Eliza (putting her hand into Miss — *s) : 
' What did Dr. B. say to mama ? I can bear 
to hear every word : tell me all." 

Miss — : " I will, my dear. He said that 
you were in a very precarious state, that the 
}ea»t excitement might be fatal, and that your 
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friends were not on any account to make you 
acquainted with it. I believe that you have not 
studied the Scriptures to so little purpose as not 
to be able to hear the truth." 

Eliza: ^ I hope not; I have often desired 
to have the witness of the Spirit that I am a 
child of God, but I have dreaded the sufferings 
of conviction. I know sin is an awful thing, but 
I have been afmid to think of my own sinfulness. 
Will you pray for me ?" 

Miss — offered a short but fervent prayer, 
and as she rose to depart, Eliza said, " They 
should not have deceived me ! will you come 
again soon ?" A ready promise was given, and 
her friend left her. 

Her anxious mother and sister trembled lest 
the dear sufferer's death might be hastened by 
this painful information. Their minds were 
relieved, but their tears flowed fast at Miss 
's recital of the interview. Emma rejoiced 
in the prospect of her sister's adoption into the 
family of God, though she felt deeply the 
separation that was soon to take place. Fox 
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Beveral days Eliza was serious^ but comj^osed. 
8be spoke but seldom ; ber sister was frequently 
by ber side; sbe read to ber; sbe repeated 
appropriate verses of bymns. Eliza would press 
ber band in token of acknowledgment; ber 
devoted mama scarcely left ber for a moment* 

Tb6 following Friday Miss slept in the 

same room witb Eliza. About five o'clock in 
tbe mornings sbe called ber friend to come to 
ber^ and as soon as sbe was by ber bedside^ sbe 

tbrew ber arms round Miss *s neck, and 

said^ '^ Ob ! I am so happy, I am not afraid to 
die now ; rejoice with me !" How sacred was 
that joy ; bow consoling to tbe hearts of the 
mourners. What condescension in the God of 
all grace thus to answer prayer, and to soften 
the trial of separation ! The regenerated spirit 
was permitted to occupy its failing tenement 
nine days longer^ and during that time, tbose 
who watched over ber felt they were ministering 
to one who was hovering between beaven and 
earth. She repeated frequently, " Jesus, lover 
of my soul, let me to thy bosom fly !" The 
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cry was heard^ and the bappy spirit took posh 
session of the mansion prepared for her. 

Mrs. Wingate felt deeply the severing of this 
tie. Twas hard to lose her youngest child, the 
cherished bud that promised fair to become a 
lovely blossom, whose retiring habits sought the 
shade to unfold the modesty and gentleness of 
her character ; but the master gardener removed 
this tender plant to a mcnre genial soil to ex- 
pand and blossom, without fear of " the wind's 
untimely blast, or the sun's director ray." The 
bereaved family felt, with their limited resources, 
the expenses which sickness and death unavoid- 
ably incurred ; they had to exercise the strictest 
economy. Emma was most assiduous to the 
business of the school ; she did not allow her- 
self sufficient rest. Her excuse was, that she 
felt it to be less painful to do than to think. 
The widow, her daughter, and one son were all 
that were left of the family. How altered their 
circumstances; they were in the crucible, but 
the Saviour sat as the refiner ; their trials were 
softened by kind and sympathizing friendsL 
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Emma felt tbe refining process, the graces of 
the Holy Spirit shone in her more clearly, 
patience was called into full exercisCf and every 
grain of faith was tested to the utmost. My 
friend had ceased to look to any earthly good 
for happiness; all these lower springs were 
dried up; she was driven to the fountain of 
true felicity, where she had become acquainted 
with the deep things of God which gave her 
such habitual serenity, and sometimes cheerful- 
ness, so that a stranger could not discover how 
severely she had been exercised. 

One day, conversing with a friend on the 
state of her health and the difficulties which 
surrounded her, she said, " Mary, in the midst 
of all my discouragements this is my motto, 
'Jehovah Jireh!' therefore I leave myself in 
his hands, assured that 'the Lord will provide.* 

< Cast OD the fidelity 

Of my redeeming Lord, 
I shall his salvation see, 

Aooording to his word. 
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Credence to his word I gii 
My Saviour in distresses past, 

Will not now his servant leave, 
But bring me through at last.' " 

EXTRACTS FBOM EMMA's FAFEBS. 

I think it was about this time tliat she threw 
her thoughts together in the following form : ^ 

ON THE ANNIVERSARY OF MY BSLOYED 
FATHER'S DEATH. 



'' I will sing of mercy and of judgment." — Psalm d. y. 1, 



Thou all inspiring, hallowing dove descend, 

And tone my heart to songs of sacred praise ; 
Thy powerfol anction from above, oh, lend 1 

And teach my heart to poor its gratefiil lays. 
Does not this solemn day's return demand 

From my still bleeding heart a thankful strain P 
Shall I who, nurtured by Jehovah's hand, 

And borne above all sorrow, care, and pain ; 
Shall I not swell the general song of praise, 

And sing of mercy, and of judgment tooP 
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Confess him just in all his wond'rous wajs, 

And all his tender oare and loTe review ? 
I sing of judgment. Oh I thoa power supreme, 

Who hast thy way amid the pathless deep ; 
Thine the prerogative to lend and to redeem — 

Ours to submit, though feeble nature weep. 
To do thy will, the armies of the sky 

On the swift wing of glad obedience move ; 
Tet finds a Gabriel, though in glory high, 

To sound thy counsels deep of sov'reign love. 
Hid from angelio knowledge, and mortal ken, 

Thine the power to rule, to balance, and decree. 
Thy righteons sceptre sways the sons of men ; 

Past, present, future, are alike to thee. 
I sing of jiidgment. Tes ! for I have known 

The hour of sorrow, and the stormy day ; 
My heart, alas ! how deeply did it mourn 

When my lov'd fother from us was torn away. 
Oh ! 'twas a time of deep distress and grief, 

While dire disease spre^ o'er his much lov'd form ; 
In that dark hour where cpuld I find relief, 

Save in the arqis of him who rules the storm ? 
To him I poured the ardent, ceaseless prayers- 
Besought i^y Qqd his precious Uf(^ to spare, 
But all \d, ya^i^-oommissioned from on high, 

The fata) ajmfl fftruol^ l\if fraU ho^ae of clay : 
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His elder brother beckon'd firom the sky. 

And bid him welcome to the realms of daj. 
I watch'd his couch, and saw the grace divine, 

Ezpress'd in all bis meek submissive will ; 
No murmur breath 'd, nor did he e'er repine — 

He heard the voice that whisper 'd, " Peace, be still P' 
With eager ardent prayer he raised his head, 

And fondly grasped a hand of all around ; 
Falteriog in death, dwelt on the hallowed name 

Of him whose mercy never knew a bound, 
His life's best love, and orphan children cast 

On the broad bosom of his faithful God : 
He knew whose arm had succour'd through the past, 

And now invited him to trust his love. 
The weary pulse of life now ceas'd to beat — 

His eye of fondness clos'd on all below-— 
Unseen attendants led him forth to meet 

The bliss that can no interruption know: 
Therefore, upon the harp, to thee I'll sing. 

And tell thy goodness, oh, thou glorious Lord I 
My warmest praise to thee I'll bring. 

And gratitude shall swell my ev'ry chord ; 
And when I tread the golden courts above-^ 

Again embrace my father in the air — 
My raptur'd soul shall shout thy boundless love, 

And all eternity thy praise declare. 



i.5> 
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Emma was ever delighted when she could 
promote the happiness of others hy any delicate 
attention. Birth-days were marked seasons, 
and although not excelling in poetical effusions, 
yet her attempts on these occasions were very 
gratifying to her friends. 



TO A FRIEND, ON HER BIRTH-DAY. 



Friend of my spirit, whom I love, 

As a blessing from the hand of him above : 

Thy natal day's retnm awakes my lyre ; 

And blooming spring, in all her gay attire, 

Greets this auspicious mom, with me to raise 

An altar, teeming with Jehovah's praise. 

Weak is my strain, and faulty is my verse, 

Still will I to thee my love rehearse : 

Touch the sweet chord of hallo w'd friendship dear, 

And breathe my feelings to thy list'ning ear. 

Thou wilt receiye my simple strain of loye, 

As emanating from the fount above. 

Yes, Mary ! our's is celestial fire, 

Which through eternity will mount the higher ; 

Jordan's cold flood shall never quench the flame — 
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We'll fight the fight of faith, and urge our way 
To the hir portals of eternal day, 
"Where firiendship's beauteous flower will neyer die, 
For God, the Lamb, will all its need supply. 
From his vast ocean of unfathom'd Ioto, 
Whose depths no angel mind can oyer prove. 
But I will tell thee, Mary, how I prize 
Thy firiendly soul, so yoid of all disguise : 
In thee, a sweet sharer of my weal and woe, 
I see rich streams of heavenly mercy flow ; 
Streams of my father's love, on me pour'd down, 
To glad my soul and still the sorrowing moan. 
Which fain would rise from out my riv'n heart : 
For thou know'st, Mary, I've been call'd to part 
With such dear objects of my fondest care, 
Who, while below, did ev'ry sorrow share ; 
Moum'd when I moum'd, rejoic'd when I rejoic'd ; 
But, ah ! 'tis true, I ne'er shall hear the voice 
Of my lov'd father — guardian of my youths 
Who taught my in£eait mind the love of truth ; 
Smil'd on my op'ning years, and fondly strove 
To load me with his sweet paternal love* 
And art thou gene, my father P Tes; thy blest soul 
Hath reach'd the peaceful, the eternal goal, 
Where rude oppression never fiinds a plaoe-^ 
Where ev'ry tear is wip'd $rom ev'iy &Qe. 
Soon I hope to share thy rapturous joy, 
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To tune my harp in unison with thine, 
And breathe melUflnously the strain divine ; 
Bask in the beam that fills thy soul with light, 
And make the glad exchange of fidth for sight. 
Maiy ! the theme is tender: you'll excuse 
The plaintive numbers of a daughter's muse. 
Bear with me whilst memory sheds a tear — 
Affection's dew-drop— on a fiither's bier. 



EPITHALAMIUM. 

Afieiionately addressed to my dear Maria on her 

Nuptial Day. 



Accept, dear girl, on this thy nuptial day, 
A friend's effusions, and affection's lay : 
It is not mine to boast of much poetic fire. 
Else strains of sweetness should adorn my lyre. 
No ohaplet wreath is wove to graoe my muse. 
Though pregnant spring doth ev'ry charm diffuse ; 
For my aspirings can no merit claim, 
Tet, dear Maria, by that tender name, 
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Let me conjure yoa to accept my theme, 
And on these lines one look of pleasure beam ; 
For be assured these wishes thrill mj heart, 
That yon firom happiness might nerer part. 
Nature, I now invoke thee ! be thou gay. 
And greet with smiles Maria's nuptial day. 
Te charming meads, array'd in blooming pride, 
Exhale your fragrance to the loyely bride : 
Te warbling minstrels of the woodland yale, 
Pour your sweet notes upon the passing gale : 
Te flow'ry tribes, your richest odours fling, 
And crown this mom with all the bloom of spring, 
Felicitas with Suada bow descend, 
And, hand in hand, your softest influence blend 
To scatter roses on the holy vow ; 
And, through revolying years, oh I may they grow 
With few attendants of the wounding thorn. 
Let their bright frdmess ev'ry care disarm. 
I do not mean a gay ephemeral flower. 
Whose beauties sully with the passing hour ; 
But the sweet rose of love, that never dies. 
That blooms in life, and even death defies ; 
That, with its fragrance, leaves a long perfume, 
And grows immortal o'er the silent tomb. 
Only religion can secure us rest. 
And give to earth's ex^oyments keener zest. 
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The sweets of piety extend to death — 
Its ^opes support and calm the dying hreath ; 
Domestic bliss religion will attend, 
And be its constant and its zealoos friend. 
If e'er 'tis thine to Imow a mother's care — 
If e'er 'tis thine to know her hopes and fears — 
If e'er thy breast heaves with maternal love— 
Oh ! train thy cherob for the realms above : 
Big deep the soil, extract the cholUng weed. 
And in its place infufe the lioly seed : 
Let mild persuasion be thy potent rod, 
To form it lovely in the sight of God. 
With sweet solicitude direct its youth, 
And counsel it to hunger after truth ; 
That, as 'tis thine, by laws of nature given, 
By laws of grace, it may be Christ's in heaven. 
This is a day, a noat momentous time ; 
My friend, may ev'ry bliss of earth be thine I 
Of this glad day may'st thou, my dearest girl. 
Have blest returns. Maria, £gu:e-thee-welll 

Written wlien Emma was seventeeu ; in the 
same year she wrote the following lines on the 
blank leaf of her Bible :-t- 

1 

What a rich banquet have I here ! 
Such a sweet feast, that drives out fear 
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Of sin, of hell, of ^eath ; 
Affords my soul a joyftiltrest, 
Points the glad way to mercy's seat, 

And cheers my fisunting breath, 

2 
These oracles are onrs indeed, 
What other comfort do I need 

In this short Tale ofspAef? 
'Tis here I ken my endless rest, 
And cling by Mth to Jesus' breast. 

And find a sweet relief 

3 

Her holy precepts form the wise, 
And fit the sinner for the skies, 

Where purest joy is found ; 
Shew the poor pilgrim where to tread. 
And lead him o'er the rugged bed, 

Where many thorns abound. 

4 
Oh ! grant me grace, my God I to see. 
In every line that treats of thee. 

The only way to heaven. 
Oh ! fill me with thy precious love. 
And may I fiiithfully improve 

The talent thou hast given. 
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5 
Be this my chart, my oonstant friend, 
Until my pilgramage I end — 

Until mine eyes I close ; 
And when about to yield my breath. 
Hide from mine eyes the sting of death, 

And give me calm repose. 

6 

Then may I hear angels say, 
'^ Sister spirit, come away I" 

And join the angelic throngs. 
Emancipate thyself from earth — 
Come where true happiness gives birth 

To triumphant songs. 



ON THE PBIMBOSE. 



1 

Thoa beauteous tenant of the brake, 
With joy I greet thy fooe, 

I'll bid the rural strain awake, 
To paint thy varied grace. 
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Queen of the flow'rets wild, thy ohamui I love, 
And near thy fragrant scent delighted roTe. 

2 

Sweet primroiey olad in simple Test, 

In neat and trim array, 
In modesty's attire thon'rt drest. 
And blooming — still not gay ; 
Replete with beauties, yet r^iring gate 
Breathing thy odours to the lonely brake, 

S 

No gaudy colour in thy form, 
No harsh obtrusiYC glare ; 
Safely protected from the storm 
fiy briar and hawthorn near ; 
Where Philomela pours her plaintive strain 
To soothe the care-worn breast of care and pain. 

4 
Come hither my &yMte flower, 

111 moralize on thee, 
For quickly comes the hour, 
When I shall no more see 
Thy humble fbrm— for summer's reign 
Will bring her gay attendant train. 

5 

Come teach my heart to flee. 
The rain and busy etowd; 
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Come teaoh me true humility 
That shuos the high and proad| 
T' avoid the thoaghtless giddy maze. 
And fiur diffiue mj Maker's praise. 

6 
Like thee I would be hid 

Far from the noise of strife. 
And unmolested, dwell amid 
« The soil which gave me life : 

Biffusing od'rous sweets around, 
But not a cumb'rer of the ground, 

7 
Like thee I would illume 
The thorny path of life, 
And shed a mild perfume 

Through each conflicting strife. 
I would not knowingly ekalt my head. 
But by sweet humility be led, 

8 
I would like thee, fulfil 

The kind designs of heaven ; 
Perform the gracious will 
Of him who life has given ; 
Speak, while I live, my Saviour's praise, 
AjDd coDseorate to him my youthful days* 
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AN EXERCISE OF THE SOUL 



1 
My Jesus, my Saviour, I long 

Thy fullest sahation to taste ; 
My son], with her liveliest song, 

Thy mercy, oh. Lord ! would embrace. 
Bat, ah ! how my frailties rebel ; 

A war in my members I find. 
Which nought but thy grace can dispel. 

And enlighten my ignorant mind. 

3 

When to praise thee my tongue would aspire, 

How cold and how formal my strain ; 
I pray that my notes may be higher, 

Then my weakness of flesh gives me pain : 
Or earth, with her shadows molest — 

Or Satan would draw me from thee — 
Or an idol would dwell in this breast, 

YThich, alas ! I've no power to flee. 

3 

Tet, though I've no strength of my own. 
My Saviour, my God is my rock ; 

This Jesus, he hears every moan 
That breathes from his saffisringflo'^k. 

1 
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Sharp thorns may be strew'd o'er the hill 
Which leads ns to the saints' fedr abode ; 

Bat Immanuel is with us still, 

To smooth the rough and ttrierj road. 

4 
His Gospel to the sinner is sweet, 

To infuse in life's potion of woe ; 
We've only to follow his feet, 

And to glory we surely shall go. 
Wash'd white in the blood that was spilt 

On Calvary's towering mount, 
We shall lose every stain of our gilt. 

When plimg'd in this life-giving fount. 

5 

My heart, be thou broken with love, 

At a subject so deep and sublime ; 
That Jesus should come from above, 

With salvation to gladden my mind. 
My soul, 'twas for thee that he bled. 

To save thee from hell and from death ; 
Nor the Jew nor the Roman he fled, 

But willingly yielded his breath. 
Now, ascended on high, he doth reign. 

To make intercession for thee ; 
And angels his honours proclaim, 

Throtjgh the ages of eternity. 
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COMPOSED A FEW WEEKS BEFORE EMMA'S 

DEATH, ON A FLOWER WHICH HAD 

BEEN PRESENTED TO HER. 



Ere roses deck the western sky, 

This pretty flower must droop and die, 

And pass from every human eye. 

To kiss the dust. 

It now expands its petals figtir, 
Fann'd hy tlie sweet ambrosial air. 
Seeming to ask for tender care 

Of Flora's child. 

Well, evanescent flow'ret, bloom thy day. 
With sable night thy charms shall fade away, 
And never more invite the poet's lay 

To sing thy praise. 

Emma. 



I cannot suppress the nan'ating of one more 
instance of her sympathy. A lady had been 
introduced to her whose talents had led her into 
the highest ranks of society^ where she had 
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been greatly flattered and caressed ; but mis- 
fortune produced a change in her prospects, and 
illness deprived her of the power of contributing 
to the amusement of her superiors. She was 
pitied, and forgotten. No one would have 

suspected from her appearance that Mrs. 

was in need of the necessaries of life : she 
dressed well, and her house was well furnished. 
One morning Miss Wingate called on her, and 
found her so ill and exhausted that she was 
alarmed. At first she proposed to her to take a 
little wine ; this was refused in such a manner 
that excited Emma's suspicions, but not being 
intimately acquainted with this lady, she felt a 
delicacy in questioning her. Emma hesitated 
for a moment ; she did not know what to do^ 
She had only a guinea in her purse, and she 
was poor herself; but here was a fellow-suf- 
ferer, she was convinced, in great distress. She 
decided what to do promptly. She arose to 
depart, and, on leaving the room, she slipped 
the guinea amongst some papers which were on 
the table. The next morning she received a 
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note from Mrs. , in which she assured 

Emma that " her nohle gift" had saved her life. 
She helieved that, for two days, she had only 
taken a small quantity of milk. " Indeed/' she 
added, " I had my papers hefore me when you 
called, to settle my affairs, knowing it to be im- 
possible to sustain life on so little nourishment; 
but you have cheered me. I can only regard 
you as a ministering angel, sent by my heavenly 
Father in answer to my prayer." 

Emma did not loose her reward ; her confi- 
dence in God was not in vain. Before the 
week expired, she had a most striking proof 
that her act of christian sympathy was not tnt- 
prudent, I say imprudent, because many are 
inclined to treat harshly such expressions of 
feeling. 

Although not in chronological order, I insert 
in this place a letter written by Miss Wingate 
when she was confined to her room by sickness. 
With her usual care for the improvement of 
time, as well as embracing every opportunity 
of doing good, she often addressed letters to thft 
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sick or those who were sufiering from hereave- 
ment, and, in some cases, with success. 

The first publication came to her knowledge 
in the following manner : — One morning a lady 
called on her, and, during the conversation, 
said that a friend had lent her a letter, which 
had been addressed to Mr. . Miss Win- 
gate enquired of her friend if she knew who had 
written it? The reply was in the negative; 
" but I will lend it to you," said the lady. '' I 
am sure you will read it with pleasure, for a 
spiiit of deep piety pervades it." When the 
pamphlet was put into her hands, Emma was 
affected and encouraged. Such an instance of 
the condescending love of God, so to honor her 
feeble efforts, moved her to tears. 

The excellent editor and proprietor of the 
Bath and Cheltenham Gazette had it printed, 
introducing it by the following appropriate 
advertisement : — 

" In the month of February last, a profes- 
sional gentleman of this city had to sustain one 
of those afflictive deprivations which, from the 
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unexpected nature of the events as well as from 
the severity of the calamity, affords a striking 
illustration of the great truth so often enforced 
in the volume of inspiration, and so fully con- 
firmed by universal experience, — that every 
thing beneath the sun is fleeting and uncertain ; 
that 'man is born to ti*ouble.' The event 
alluded to is the sudden decease of an estimable 
and beloved wife, when in the last stage of 
pregnancy, whereby not only was an affectionate 
husband but a family of six children were de- 
prived of a mother whose life had been devoted 
to the promotion of their comfort and happi- 
ness. 

''It often happens in moments of bereave- 
ment, the consolations of religion exert their 
happiest influence; and, in cases where this 
divine principle has, unhappily, never been 
sought and cherished, at such seasons the 
language of tender expostulation is not always 
addressed in vain. When earthly sources of 
felicity are cut off, the beneficent attempt to 
lead the soul ' to the fountain of living waters,' 
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is not always disowned by him who has the 
hearts of all his creatures at his sovereign 
disposal. 

" Doubtless, under the influence of these 
convictionSj the following letter was addressed 
to the mourning widower soon after the re- 
moval of her who had been ' the desire of his 
eyes.* 

" The epistle (which was anonymously writ- 
ten) has been placed in the hands of the 
printers of the Bath and Cheltenham Gazette 
with a licence to publish it in that paper ; but 
that method has been deemed objectionable on 
account of the length of the production. The 
printers, however, conceiving that the perusal 
of it would be very acceptable to religious per- 
sons, and useful indeed to all into whose hands 
it might fall, have determined to print it in the 
present form, rather than forego the satisfaction 
of olfering it to their friends. 

" Bath and Cheltenham Gazette 
Officer 
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(LETTER.) 

"March 15, 1S2\. 
" Sir, 

" Permit one to address you who is not 
personally known to you, but who truly s3Tnpa- 
thizes with you and your infant family in the 
afflictive dispensation of the divine will, evinced 
in the painful bereavement you have lately sus- 
tained. Yours is no common sorrow, no light 
affliction, to have the wife of your youth, the 
friend of your bosom, the mother of your babes, 
snatched from your embrace by the hand of 
death. When we behold so deep a wound made 
by the unerring physician of mankind, we are 
involuntarily led to exclaim with the apostle 
Paul, ' How unsearchable are his judgments, 
and his ways past finding out.* But, not to 
advert to the anguish which no doubt fills your 
widowed heart on this melancholy and afiecting 
occasion, I entreat you to excuse my addressing 
you thus, and believe I am only actuated by 
the desire of being made instrumental in leading 
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your thoughts to the great author of comfort 
and consolation, and of turning your poignant 
grief, by this means, into its proper channel. 
I feel deeply interested in your painful exer- 
cise, in common with the sjonpathy I experi- 
ence in the sorrows and trials of all my fellow 
pilgrims, for we are all members of the great 
human family of the most high God, and conse- 
quently should bear each other's burdens. 
' Rejoice with them that rejoice, and weep with 
them that weep.' Be assured it is christian 
love alone that induces me to offer to you those 
consolations which have borne me above the 
calamity when every other help has proved in- 
suflficient and delusive: I allude to the rich 
and divine consolations which are held forth in 
the everlasting Gospel of the ever blessed God ; 
that Gospel which contains exceeding and pre- 
cious promises to comfort the bereaved heart, 
to smooth the couch of anguish, to calm the 
care-worn bosom, to support the tempted spirit, 
and, finally, to enable us to triumph over our 
last enemy — to deprive him of his sting, and 
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the grave of its terror. This is the sovereign 
balm prepared by the Physician of souls, the 
Lord Jesus Christ, which can alone heal the 
wounded heart and mitigate the sorrows of 
humanity. This is not my assertion only ; but, 
blessed be the God of our salvation, the experi- 
ence of millions of the human race, and the 
best and the wisest of them in all ages, have 
witnessed its truth by their holy triumph over 
complicated outward revilings and persecutions, 
even unto death, and manifested, under the 
greatest cruelties inflicted by blood- thirsty ene- 
mies, undismayed confidence, peaceful joy, and 
settled assurance. It can be no 'cunningly 
devised fable' that can thus enable men to 
declare that they ' count not their lives dear, so 
that they may finish their course with joy ' 
If, sir, by my feeble instrumentality, your soul 
be led to the true source of joy and felicity, 
and if, under providence, I infuse one drop of 
hope in your cup of bitters, happy indeed shall 
I be, and highly favoured by my divine master, 
that God whom I trust I serve, though feebly 
and unworthily. 
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" Mankind is divided into two classes of per- 
sons — the righteous and the wicked — those 
who are enlisted under the hanner of Christ, 
and those ' who ai*e the enemies of the cross of 
Christ, and who are the willing servants of the 
prince of darkness.' The former climb the 
narrow and thorny ascent to Zion's glorious 
and celestial hill ; the latter walk smoothly in 
the broad road that allures but to destroy, and 
terminates in confusion and everlasting misery. 
Unto which class of persons you belong I know 
not. God knoweth, and you yourself know 
also ; but may I indulge the pleasing, the de- 
lightful hope, that you are among the flock of 
our Lord who have turned their backs upon the 
glittering toys of time and sense, determined to 
know nothing but Christ and him crucified, 
choosing him to be their shepherd to guide 
them through this vale of tears to the bright 
and blissful plains of Paradise. If this is your 
happy condition, I heartily tender you my 
congratulations on your blest state, and rest 
assured yon will receive with indulgence my 
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trifling effort to cheer the sorrowing heart of a 
bereaved pilgnm. 

'' I am aware that you are not wanting in 
consolation and support if you have thus 
'chosen the one thing needful/ — the better part 
that cannot be taken away. Deaths which robs 
us of every thing beneath the sun, and deprives 
us of every thing, however valued, can never 
boast of despoiling us of this best and ever- 
enduring portion— an interest in the death and 
merits of the Prince of Life. Therefore, sor- 
row not as those who have no hope for the loss 
of your beloved wife — ' you will go to her, but 
she cannot come to you.' Let this conviction 
stop the sigh of anguish, and stir you up to put 
on the * whole armour of God,* to go forth 
fighUng the good fight of faith, mighty in the 
strength of the captain of your salvation, and 
pressing onward with diligence to that transcen- 
dent and effulgent prize which the Saviour will 
bestow on you and all his followers who fight 
manfully as good soldiers, cheerfully taking up 
their cross and following him through evil and 
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good report, through afflictions, trials, tempta- 
tions, and all other sorrows attendant upon the 
cross-bearer of the once -despised Nazarene, 
though now the exalted ' King of Kings and 
Lord of Lords,' who, when in his incarnate 
state, declared, that * whosoever followed him 
must deny himself and take up his cross ;' and 
happy, unspeakably happy, are those who suffer 
with their glorious head, for Scripture affirms, 
' that, if we suffer with him, we shall also be 
glorified with him.' This gracious promise, 
sir, I think, cannot fail of ameliorating your 
giief, for you are a partaker of his sufferings in 
the cross you now have to bear, consequently, 
if you carry it with meek and quiet resignation 
to your heavenly Father's divine and mysterious 
will, you may look for the fulfilment of the 
above precious promise, the glory of which 
surpasses all that man in his earthly tabernacle 
can conceive,' and is emphatically called by the 
apostle ' a weight of gloiy that fadeth not away.' 

" * Who suffer with our master here, 
Shall sure before his face appear. 
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And by his side sit down ; 
To patient &ith the prize is sure. 
And they that to the end endure 

The cross, shall wear the crown.' 

" My heart bleeds with sympathy when I 
reflect upon the melancholy event which has 
made yoa a widowed mourner^ and your babes 
motherless. 

*' Great, indeed, is your loss and their loss ; 
but ' shall not the judge of the whole earth do 
right P* 'His ways are not as our ways, nor 
his thoughts as our thoughts, for as the heavens 
are higher than the earth, so are his ways above 
our ways ;' and, depend upon it, there was a 
need be for this draught of affliction. Our 
numerous soul diseases are in the hands of a 
wise, powerful, skilful, as well as loving and 
pitiful physician, who probes our wounds with 
his own hand, and knows well what medicines of 
affliction to administer that our cure may be 
complete and permanent. Perhaps your dear 
deceased partner was the idol of your aflections, 
which was seen by the God who has declared 
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himself ' a jealous God ;* therefore^ to save your 
immortal soul and to fix your desires solely 
upon himself^ who is the faithful bridegroom of 
his church, the object that usurped over the 
affections of your heart was removed by the 
hand of death for the trial of your faith, and to 
link your soul in a closer union with him who 
cries with wondrous love and condescension, 
' My son, give me thy heart !* Now, no chas- 
tisement for the present seemeth joyous, but 
grievous; nevertheless, it afterwards yieldeth 
the peaceable fruits of righteousness to all them 
that are exercised thereby. 

'* Every affliction is a love-token of the 
tenderest of fathers, who says, ' As many as I 
love I rebuke and chasten.' If you endure 
chastisement, sir, God dealeth with you as with a 
son, for what son is there whom the father 
chasteneth not P All these comfortable Gospel 
declarations will, I hope, disarm your poignant 
grief of its sting, and lull you to rest on the 
bosom of Jesus, using his language, '' Father, 
not my will, but thine be done." You may 
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weep ; Christianity does not extinguish sensi- 
hility, but sanctifies and moderates the feelings 
of nature. Jesus wept at the tomb of Lazarus^ 
and you may weep at the grave of the wife of 
your bosom ; but cherish hope in your sorrow- 
ings though the way be rough and stormy, and 
the waves tempestuous, the voyage of life will 
soon be finished^ and your shattered bark will 
enter the fair haven of eternal repose — 

" * Where you will bathe your weary soul 
In seas of heavenly rest ; 
And not a wave of trouble roll 
Across your peaceful breast.' 

" This calm haven is that rest that remaineth 
for the people of God, that * inheritance which 
is incorruptible, undefiled, and that fadeth not 
away ;' therefore be not discouraged. You 
have a skilful pilot that sits at the helm, who 
having ploughed the deep waves of this troubled 
ocean, is able to succour us in all the difficulties 
we may encounter. When landed on that 
heavenly shore, you will see every thin^ in U& 
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proper light, not with the eyes of fleshly wisdom, 
bat with the beatific vision of full fraition. 
You will then behold boundless love and har- 
mony in every dispensation you have been 
called to endure in this terrene existence. 
There may I meet you and your tender babes, 
to celebrate through endless ages the heights, 
depths, lengths, and breadths of redeeming love, 
and to adore with rapturous wonder the wisdom 
and love of God displayed in every chastisement 
we have received in our travel through this waste 
howling wilderness. 

** ' There be our house and portion fair^ 
Our treasure and our heart be there, 

And our abiding home : 
For us our elder brethren stay, 
And angels beckon us away, 
And Jesus bids us come.' 

" I have now, sir, been addressing you in a 
manner suitable to the first class of persons, 
hoping and trusting that you come under that 
denomination; but should my hope prove 



LETTER. 91 

fallacious, and should you still be in the class ot 
the ungodly, what shall I say to you on the 
awful providence which has visited your habita- 
tion, and clothed you and yours in the habili- 
ments of woe ? May I entreat your forbear- 
ance with me if I dictate a few lines to you, 
supposing you are thus in the bonds of iniquity, 
sitting in the region of the shadow of death ? 
for such is the scriptural description of those 
who are in an unconverted and unregenerate 
state. 

" Sinner, I beseech thee, arise out of thy 
death of sin. There is a voice in thy bereave- 
ment calling thee to repent, believe, and live 
for ever. It is high time for thee to awake out 
of thy sleep, for the night of death will soon 
come, and thou wilt find no repentance in the 
grave ; therefore now, while thy sands of life 
are running, examine thyself and see how 
matters stand between God and thy soul. 
While thy lamp of life holds out to bum, seek 
him ' whom to know is life eternal, and in whose 
beatific presence there is fulness of joy.' 
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Perhaps you think to defer repentance and self- 
examination till you are stretched on a bed of 
sickness and death ; but that may not be your 
lot, for without any previous sickness you may 
be summoned hence. Suppose the former to 
be your case ; you will not find the seasons of 
sickness and distress the best time to seek that 
which will alone render you happy. Religion 
is to be enjoyed, not sought in the hour of ex- 
tremity and disease. Religion is that ' pearl of 
great price* which we cannot seek too eagerly in 
the day of health and prosperity, that we may 
be sure of its rich and unspeakable consolations 
' when our flesh and our hearts fail.' Your 
present condition, sir, is deplorable indeed; 
the object of your fondest love is torn from your 
embrace, your soul is under the curse of a 
broken law, in the gloom of nature's night, in 
' the gall of bitterness,* and a willing servant of 
the enemy of all righteousness. I conjure you 
no longer to serve so bad a master ; ' fiee from 
the wrath to come' before the floods of destruc- 
tion descend upon you, and take refuge in the 
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ark — Jesus Christ. The arms of the eternal 
Son of God are open wide to receive every 
returning prodigal ; his love is free for all — for 
you, for me. ' He was wounded for your 
transgressions, and bruised for your iniquities;' 
he became incarnate, and tabernacled below to 
fulfil that law which you and I have repeatedly 
broken, one breach of which, according to the 
law, subjects us for ever to the prison of hell, 
because Jehovah, who cannot lie, has pro- 
nounced every one to be ' accursed who con- 
tinues not in everything which is written in the 
book of the law to do it.' Now no man could, 
on account of the depravity and corruption of 
his nature, come up to the purity required by 
our great lawgiver, therefore, to show forth the 
riches of his grace and the boundless extent of 
his love and pity, God sent forth his only and 
well-beloved Son, made under the law, to redeem 
us who were under the law, and who, by being 
made a curse for us, delivered us from the curse 
of the law. 
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'' He not only fulfilled all law and rigliteoas- 
ness for us that our persons may be justified 
before the infinite purity of his Father, but 
became the surety of poor insolvent debtors by 
bearing the punishment of our sins in his body 
on the tree. His meritorious sufferings and 
expiatory death fuUy atoned for al) our guilt, 
satisfied the demands of divine justice, appeased 
the Father's wrath, and purchased for us poor 
ruined creatures everlasting joy and life ; and 
when he meekly bowed his dying head, crying, 
' It is finished !' our redemption was completed, 
the door of glory was unbarred, and all the 
attributes of the great and holy Jehovah were 
harmonized. 

" This is that Immanuel whose all victorious 
love triumphed over death and hell, and brought 
life and immortality to light through the gos- 
pel. This is that bleeding sacrifice that was 
slain for guilty man. This is that victim upon 
whom the Lord laid the iniquity of us all, that 
we who were children of wrath may become 
children of grace and heirs of glory. 
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<* ' This is the eternal victim slain, 
A sacrifice for guilty man ; 
By the eternal spirit made 
An offering in the sinner's stead.' 

" Will you still reject so complete and fall 
salvation, tendered to you in the everlasting 
gospel ? Will you still, by living without God 
in the world, trample on blood divine and refuse 
to accept pardon, a pardon bought with blood ? 
Or do you expect to be saved by your own 
righteousness ? The Word of God declares, 
' that all our righteousness is as filthy rags;' our 
best obedience can never be the ground of our 
acceptance in the sight of that holy being before 
whom 'the heavens are unclean;' how much 
more ' man, that drinketh iniquity like water P' 
This precious Saviour has not only died for us, 
but rose again for our justification, and lives and 
reigns to make intercession for us. 

'' ' Five bleeding wounds he bean, 
Beceived on Caivary ; 
They pour effectual prayers, 
And plead for you and me.' 
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" Let me hope, poor sinner, that your heart 
will he no longer steeled against such matchless 
melting love. You see all things are ready — 
there is no deficiency on his part, ' for he is 
able to save to the uttermost all that come unto 
God hy him." There is only one thing want- 
ing from you to render Christ's atonement 
efifectual to your salvation, that is — Faith, 
Only believe he is willing and ahle to save you 
from the guilt and power of sin ; only reflect on 
what he has done and suffered for ruined sin- 
ners, and dare not doubt his willingness to wash 
away your stains in his life giving blood, and to 
clothe you in that spotless justifying robe of 
righteousness wrought out for you by the 
Saviour, attired in which, the naked deformity 
of your soul will he covered, and you will be 
enabled to stand with holy boldness amid the 
' wreck of worlds.' 

" < Would Jesus haye the sinner die ? 
"Why hangs he then on yonder tree ?* 
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'' Ah^ no ! he would not have you die. His 
merits alone have been the prevailing cause of 
your being yet spared in the land of hope. 
Year after year, in his mediatorial character, he 
has pleaded like the vine-dresser in the para- 
ble—' spare him yet another year/ that he may 
repent and bring forth fruit. If you cannot 
believe, go to the foot of his cross and cry for 
faith; he will answer Uhe mind of his spirit/ for 
you could not feel your need of faith without 
his influence. Go to him as a poor, weak, 
helpless, miserable sinner. Jesus of Nazareth, 
the friend of sinners, will lend an attentive ear 
to such a supplicant, for it is only the weary and 
heavy laden whom he invites. 'The whole 
need not a physician, but those that are sick' of 
sin, that long to be delivered from the bondage 
of corruption. If your cry be, 'What am I to 
do to be saved P* I am authorized to tell yoa — 

•* * For you the purple current flowM, 
In pardon from his wounded side ; 
Languished for you the Son of God^ 
For you the Prince of Glory died. 



98 CHAPTER VI. 

BeUeve, and all your sins forglTen: 
Only believ?! and yours is heayen.' 

*' Let not this awful provideDce which has 
deprived you of your dearer self^ pass without 
heing sanctified. I heseech you — I conjure 
you — ^listen to the voice that so audihiy speaks 
in the hook of your Father. ' Humhle your- 
self under his mighty hand^ and he will assuredly 
exalt you in due season.' Greater will he the 
weight of our condemnation if we disregard his 
loving corrections. Consider, sir, what a loud 
call you have to ' awake to righteousness and sin 
not.' What a responsihle situation you hold. 
It is the endeanng one of father to a numerous 
offspring. Look upon those sweet pledges of 
mutual love ; the chilling hand of death has 
rohhed them of a mother's nurturing care, a 
mother's prayers, and a mother's love. They 
have now an additional claim on your tender- 
ness. With artless eloquence they plead their 
little wants, demanding an increase of that 
fostering care which, no douht, you have always 
exercised toward their temporal requirements. 
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But is it for the wants and necessities of their 
bodies alone that you stand responsible P Ah« 
no ! Your dear babes have each an immortal 
spirit within them that must exist for ever, 
either with God in the paradise above, or with 
the devil in hell, ' where there is weeping and 
gnashing of teeth.' 

" When you look with parental fondness on 
the artless ways of one of your little ones, when 
you feel the impression of its infantile kiss, 
could you for one moment endure the thought 
that the child who now lavishes on you its love, 
would pass an eternity, a long eteniity, in the 
regions of darkness where hope never comes ? 
No, no ! you could not tolerate the thought. 
Then do not, I beseech you, be instrumental in 
the ruin of a creature so dear to you, by neg- 
lecting the care of that soul which beams forth 
in every expression of its lovely countenance, 
crying with silent importunity, ' My father, 
shew me the way to bliss ; train me for the skies. 
You have been instrumental in bringing me 
into this wilderness, be so in leading me to the 
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land of Canaan.' The lisping tongue, wh^n 
pleading for present gratification, you could not 
resist ; then do not turn a deaf ear to the cry of 
their immortal spirits, but, by your example 
and precept, show them the way in which they 
should go, that you may be able to say at the 
awful tribunal, ' Here, Lord, is thy poor un- 
worthy servant, and the children thou hast 
given him.' Only reflect, on the contrary, how 
dreadful it would be if your children, your own 
children, flesh of your flesh, should rise up in 
judgment against you, which will be the case 
most assuredly if you ' bring them not up in 
the fear of the Lord,' and teach their ductile 
minds to bend at the cross of the crucified 
Redeemer. In this heavenly employ you will 
find that your tide of sorrow for a beloved wife 
will flow in a proper channel ; angels will behold 
with delight your labour of love; the Holy 
Ghost, the comforter, will give the seed you 
sow the increase, and God, the Alpha and 
the Omega, will engrave your work of faith on 
the fair pages of the book of life. And should 
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your children, through the deceitfulness of sin, 
refuse to hearken to your instructions, you will 
have this all-sufficient and consolatory reflec- 
tion, that their blood will not be required at 
your hands. But may it please God, in the 
fulness and freeness of his grace, to reckon you 
and yours among the number of his jewels in 
the day of his appearing. May you, as a 
father, watch over those tender plants com- 
mitted to your care by the Lord of the vineyard, 
that they may flourish in this vale of tears as 
buds of grace, and at last be transplanted to a 
more congenial climate where, as flowers of 
glory, they will unfold all their beauty. No 
blast or mildew will ever harm them there, for 
in that blissful region ' there is no more death, 
neither sorrow nor sighing, for the former things 
are passed away.' 

'* I conclude with once more entreating your 
pardon for this seeming interference. If you 
are a christian, my motive will not be mistaken ; 
if you are a sinner, not having found peace 
through the blood of the covenant, ponder what 



102 CHAPTER VI. 

I have presumed to write; throw not away 
from you my plain hut true advice, which I 
earnestly pray may he owned of him 'who 
chooseth the weak things of the world to con- 
found the wise.' 

'' Adieu ! May you he recognized in the 
heavenly Jerusalem as a kindred spirit, saved 
hy grace alone, hy your unworthy and unknown 
friend, 

" E. A." 



CHAPTER VII. 

EMMA A COLLECTOB FOB THE MISSIONARY SOCIETY. 



The Word of God is quick and powerful. — Heb. iv. 13. 

Miss Wingate, in her labours for the Mis- 
sionary Society, became acquainted with a most 

amiable family, Mr. and Mrs. S, and Capt. •, 

Mrs. S.'s brother. They became subscribers, 
because they were so much pleased with the 
collector. The gentlemen were literary and 
scientific in their acquirements, the lady was 
fascinating and well informed on all fashionable 
subjects; but all were entirely ignorant of the 
*' way of salvation," and sceptical on christian 
truths. Emma's influence was felt in a short 
time : the gentlemen frequently conversed with 
her on the Bible, and, in order to be acquainted 
with the subject more fully, read the scriptures. 
As they lived in the neglect of even the form of 
religion, they never went to the hQ\3&^ qC Ci^-^j., 
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In 1824> or 1825, Dr. A. Clarke preached at 
Bath. Miss Wingate persuaded her friends to 
go to a Methodist Chapel to hear him. Capt. 
-— was much pleased, and Emma followed 
up the impression with earnest entreaties that 
he would read those works which were written 
cm the truth of the sacred writings, hnt ahove 
all to persevere in the studj of the Bihle itself. 
It was not without effect ; both he and Mr. S. 
continued reading, one to bring objections, the 
other for information. One morning, a short 
time after hearing Dr. A. Clarke, Capt — 
called on Emma. He said, " Miss Wingate, 1 
am sure I shall please you to-daj, for I have a 
practical proof of my reading being in accord- 
ance with your taste. I have made this extract, 
it pleases me very much." He then read— 
*' Go to the heavens which canopy man with 
grandeur, which cheer his footsteps with suc- 
cessive light, and mark his festivals with their 
chronology. Go to the smiling fields presents 
mg every thing that is beautiful to the eye and 
hurmonibusly vocal to l\ie eai. We go with 
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you, WQ admire with you, we enjoy with you, 
we adore with you, but we stay not with you ; 
we hasten onwards in search of a demonstration 
more convincing, that God is love" 

Only those who have been instrumental in 
convincing a sinner of the error of his ways, 
could enter into Emma's feelings when she 
heard this gay man read and approve of such 
sentiments, who had regarded religion as a 
scheme for the poor and ignorant only, hut 
considered that men of sense and education 
were independent of its holy rules and whole- 
some restraints : they sought a guide from 
the heathen mysteries of the Greek and Latin 
poets. Miss Wingate could not restrain her 
emotions of gratitude to that God who proved 
himself the hearer and answerer of prayer. 

Capt. was touched with the interest she 

took in his spiritual welfare ; he thanked her 
for itj and assured her he purposed to pursue 
the subject till his mind was fully satisfied* 
Emma felt for this gentlemen all the interest 
of a sister. Soon after this interview, be was 
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called to join his regiment^ and to go to Malta ; 
they did not meet again till a few months before 
the death of my dear friend. This meeting 
gladdened her heart. I will relate it here> as 
it will be more connected : — 

Capt. saw with deep feeling the flushed 

cheek and brilliant eye of his sufleiing friend, 
and was convinced this would be their last 
interview. He told her that he was still a 
Bible student, and that he had prevailed on 
each of the men in his regiment to have a copy 
of the Scriptures ; that it would have delighted 
her could she have seen his men at the close of 
day, scattered on the white cliffs, reading the 
Word of Life with intense interest, the beneficial 
effects of which were seen in their orderly and 
decorous conduct : they had been praised for it 
by their colonel. At parting he said, " Fare- 
well, Emma ! I shall see you no more on earth, 
but I will pray that I may meet you in heaven !" 
Oh, the wondrous power of the Word of God ! 
How ennobling that principle which enables 
fallen jbumanity to overcome ** the world, the 
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fleshy and the devil !" Oh^ the love of God^ 
that has procured us salvation hy not sparing 
" his only begotten Son, but, delivering him up 
for us all," has removed the flaming sword of 
justice from before the tree of life ! 

The following letter will show how highly 
Miss Wingate prized the sympathy she received 
frequently from strangers. Her warm and 
grateful heart threw a halo round the most 
trifling circumstance of this kind, and, in re- 
lating it, would make the listener participate in 
the feelings that pervaded her own breast : — 

" I take the opportunity, which a wet morning 
presents, to write to my dearest friend. I am 

now with Mrs. , who treats me as a sister* 

so that I am exceedingly comfortable. I 
arrived in safety on Monday, thanks to our 
adorable Lord : the ride was chaiming, and my 
soul in peace. On my arrival I proceeded to 
College Green. On my way thither, I met Mis. 
J., who insisted on my returning with her to 
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dinner^ and begged me to make use of her 
house whenever it suited my convenience. This 
was said with so much earnestness, that I could 
not doubt her sincerity for a moment. I think 
myself highly favoured. How many indivi- 
duals suffer the loss of all their friends in the 
hour of their adversity, while I am tenderly 
cared for, and have to praise my God for unex- 
pected kindness wherever I go. You will 
unite your thanksgiving with mine, I am sure, 
as you read this letter. Tell mama that I have 
found Mrs. P.'s residence, and that she received 
me with great cordiality, as did her husband. I 
drank tea with them, and they promised to use 
all their influence in promoting my interests. 
All this day I enjoyed sweet peace. On Wed- 
nesday I went to Mrs. M.'s, with whom I dined 
on Monday last, to stay for a few days in order 
to prosecute my plans with less bodily fatigue. 
Although I had had a great deal of walking and 
the evening was wet, I went to chapel to be 
refreshed with the means of grace. While in 
this vicimiy I called on Mr. P., an introduction 
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into whose family has afforded me great plea- 
sure ; but I will leave you to judge for yourself 
by giving you a full account of the circum- 
stances of the day. I called after their dinner 
hour^ asked to speak with Mr. P.^ and was shown 
into a parlour^ where he soon made his appear- 
ance. He was remarkably communicative, and 
we conversed freely till his wife entered the 
room with all the dignified and chaste carriage 
of a Roman matron, llie traces of uncommon 
beauty were left on her still blooming counte- 
nance, and, though the mother of fifteen children, 
many of whom are living, she seemed to possess 
the vigour of thirty. She received me with 
great courtesy, and said she remembered my 
father well. She insisted on my taking a sand- 
wich. Mr. P. spoke of his daughters, who 
lived about three miles distant. He said he was 
going to see them, and invited me to accompany 
him. He sent to Mrs. J.'s, for me, to inform 
her that I should not return till the evening. 
We soon started in his pony chaise.' He be- 
haved with the greatest fatherly kindness. 
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wrapping me up in a cloak, shawl^ &c. We 
proceeded with rapidity^ and he beguiled the 
way by singing some spiritual songs and glees 
which he had composed on particular occasions. 
One> called *' Good night," is often sung by the 
peasants of —^ while they are watching his 
departure of an evening after he has broken to 
them the bread of life. Oh, Mary ! I never 
met with a more delightful character. Here is 
primitive Christianity open emd easy of access. 
He has great vivacity, and appears to possess the 
philanthropy of a Fletcher. When we arrived 
at — — , I was astonished and charmed, so un- 
expected was the sight, that it appeared like 
enchantment. The spot is singularly romantic, 
embosomed in trees, surrounded by lawn and 
shrubbery, and having for a bulwark on one 
side a luxuriant steep wood, at the bottom of 
which softly steals along the river. Walks are 
cut through the wood, and seats are erected. 
You know how much I admire the beauties of 
nature, and may conceive how rich the enjoy- 
ment was to me. This was not all. Three 
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lovely daughters surrounded Mr. P. as soon as 
he arrived, accompanied by a group blooming 
with health and beauty. They were assembled 
at this sequestered retreat to keep Mr. P.'s 
birth-day. We drank tea in a stone hall at long 
tables. After tea we had music, and I sang 
and played. The young ladies sang duets 
composed by their father ; but, alas I like every 
other earthly scene, it passed away, and the 
time came for us to depart When I saw Mr. 
P. embracing his daughters, such an acute 
sense of my own desolateness came over me> 
that I could not suppress my feelings. I waa 
understood, and was treated with great tender- 
ness. I was much affected. Such kindness to 
a stranger ! I have read much, and have seen 
much, but never did I see so much of earthly 
bliss tempered with so much of heaven. They 
wished me to stay all night, or to return soon 
and spend a few days with them. Before we 
left, Mr. P. engaged in prayer, and we sang. 
Oh, it was sweet and solemn ! The father and 
daughters sang a farewell hymn, taking the verses 
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alternately, Mr. P. holding his children's hands 
in his. Can such happiness last ? Seldom 
does it flourish thus below, where piety, health, 
talent, and beauty are combined. Mr. P. 
acknowledged to me as we were going home, 
that he believed he had sources of enjoyment 
which no other man had. He feels as I do, 
that the larger his share of earthly bliss, the 
more bis soul is alive to God, and that he is 
excited to diligence in his service. But I know 
that there are higher degrees of grace, and that 
religion will enable us to say, ' though he slay 
me, yet will I trust in him.' 



t II 



EXTRACTS FROM LETTERS. 

" Again, my affectionate Aim, the period is 
arrived which demands my congratulations; nor 
must it ever pass unremarked by me, when I 
reflect that it is the anniversary of that time 
which gave birth to one who proves to me, 
through the mercy of providence, a friend, 
whose unfailing sympathy smooths my rough 
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passage through life. Ann, we have been 
united in this nether scene to rejoice together 
emd to weep together. May our friendship be 
as lasting as the days of heaven, and as pure as 
the source from whence it first sprung. Showers 
of sorrow have hitherto cherished that lovely 
flower, whose birth was in the storm, and which 
was cradled in adversity. The simshine of joy 
has had little to do in rearing it, yet it blossoms, 
and may it expand in full beauty and unwither- 
ing fragrance. If we are spared a few more 
years in this wilderness, may each year's return 
witness us more dead to the things of time and 
sense, and more alive to God — more loosened 
from the dominion of earthly affections, and 
more closely linked to the lover of our souls — 
more conformed to our exalted head. 

" I am ever, yours, affectionately, 

" Emma." 



TO A FRIEND IN TROUBLE. 

" My dear Friend, — ^Your note threw a damp 
over my spirits. I had been much cheered at 
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the throne of grace. I sincerely sympathize 
with you. How delightful is the thought that, 
when we feel how impotent we are to help those 
whom we love^ we can commend them to that 
God who has all power in heaven and earth, 
who has promised to hear the prayers of his 
creatures, and to answer them in that way which 
will hest promote their eternal welfare. I know 
that he will sustain you, hecause you trust in 
him. You prove, as I do, that it is good to be 
in Gethsemane : adored be that grace that calls 
us there. How necessary that we should think 
of the agony of prayer that was exercised for 
us to stir us up to watchfulness in this duty. 
You will allow, with Jane Cooper, that our souls 
would wither and die, did not the rough wind 
arise to blow away the dust from our branches. 
When this is done, how salutary and refreshing 
is the ' rain of grace and the beams of divine 
love.' You have this promise always, and all 
your family that believe in the Lord, ' that all 
things shall work together for your good.' You 
are precious in his sight, since bought with 
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blood ; therefore, Jesus sits on your heart as a 
refiner's fire or fuller's soap. He who bore 
your sorrows will not try you beyond your 
strength. Glory be unto Jesus-Jehovah, this I 
have proved, and, doubtless, you have, and ever 
will, as long as you are depending on the * rock 
of ages.' How few, my friend, are our sorrows 
to our deserts ; his strokes are fewer than our 
sins, and lighter than our guilt I love you, 
and would gladly chase away every tear that 
bedews your eye ; but Jesus loves you better, 
infinitely better, and will do this for you when 
he sees good. Praise him in my behalf, for he 
gives me to sit under his shadow with delight, 
and his banner over me is ' Love.' Oh, that I 
may know more of the exceeding grace of Jesus, 
and be stamped with his image ! 

" Yours, affectionately, 

" Emma." 



TO A FBIEND ON HER BIKTH-DAY. 

*' My beloved Friend^ — Allow me to present 
to you my warmest congratulations on this day. 
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Certain am I that this day should never be 
forgotten by me^ because it has given birth to 
my friend. I adore that love that has enriched 
your earthly course, and would praise that 
mercy wbich has crowned your youthful days ; 
above all, that grace divine which has led you 
in the mom of your existence to yield up all to 
the fountain of uncreated felicity, that has 
enabled you to renounce the gilded fascinations 
of time and sense, and made yon willing in the 
day of his power to drink of the streams of 
his love. 



« < The men of grace have found 
Glory begun below ; 
Celestial firuit, on eartlily ground, 
From fidth and hope may grow.' 

*'Thus may you find it; may you endure 
unto the end. And will you say I am selfish if 
I pray that you may continue to be a channel 
of my Father's love to me, and hail with 
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heaven's peace many a natal day's return ? 
Farewell, my beloved friend. 

« < WheD the long Sabbath of the tomb is o'er, 
Then may we meet to part no more.'' 

"Yours, affectionately, 

" Emma.'' 



^C^ 



i 



CHAPTER VIII. 
Emma's last sicKyBss. 



'' The spring is come again — ^the joyfol spring ! 

Again the banks with clustering flowers are spread; 
The wild bird dips upon its wanton wing ; 

But Emma Ann is numbered with the dead. 
Thee never more the sunshine shall awake, 

Beaming all redly through the lattice pane ; 
The steps of friends thy slumbers may not breaks 

Nor fond £uniliar voice arouse again !' 



\>f 



In November^ 1826^ Emma caught a severe 
cold which settled on her lungs. The inflama- 
tion could not be subdued^ and her life was in 
immediate danger for several days. At length 
it was declared possible bj the medical attendant 
that she might pass through the winter if she 
could be shut up in her room with a screen 
before the door, and be saved from mental 
smxiety. 
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When the writer had an interview with the 
afflicted one after this slender hope had been 
given^ never will she forget the expression of 
her countenance as Emma^ at the close of the 
above melancholy information^ said with em- 
phasis^ " I must be saved from mental anxiety ! 
Oh^ my friend^ how impossible, unless I have a 
larger measure of the grace of God ! Only 
consider my circumstances. Dependent on 
my exertions in the school, my dear mama in 
delicate health, and poor Henry suffering in his 
chest ! The cloud is too dark for my penetra- 
tion ; pray that my faith fail not.'* Her friend 
encouraged her to trust in God, recalling past 
mercies and past deliverances. One of her 
favourite hymns was greatly blessed at this trial 
of her faith. The writer offers no apology for 
introducing it here, it is so replete with encou- 
ragement to a suffeiing mind : — 

Tho' troubles assail and dangers affiright, 
Tho' friends should all fail and foes all unite, 
Tet one thiug secures us, whatever betide, 
The Scriptures assure us— the Lord will provide I 
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The birds, without bam and storehouse, are fed ; 
From them let us learn to trust for our bread. 
His saints, what is fitting, shall ne'er be denied, 
So long as 'tis written — the Lord will provide 1 

We may, like the ships, by tempests be tost 
On perilous deeps, but cannot be lost ; 
Though Satan enrages the wind and the tide. 
The promise engages — ^the Lord will proyide. 

His call we obey, like Abr'am of old, 
Not knowing our way, but feith makes us bold ; 
For, though we are strangers, we have a good guide. 
And trust in all dangers — the Lord will provide ! 

When Satan appears to stop up our path. 
And fills us with fears, we triumph by £uth ; 
He cannot take from us, though oft he has tried. 
This heart-cheering promise — the Lord will provide ! 

He tells us we are weak, our hope is in vain, 
The good that we seek we ne'er shall obtain ; 
But when such suggestions our spirits have plied. 
This answers all questions — the Lord will provide ! 

No strength of our own, or goodness we claim, 
Tet, since we have known the Saviour's great name, 
In this, our strong tower^ for safety we hide ; 
The Lord ia our power— the ImA will provide I 
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When life sinlES apace, and death is in view, 
This word of his grace shall comfort us through ; 
No fearing or doubting with Christ on our side, 
We hope to die shouting — the Lord will provide ! 

My dear youog Friends^ let us for a few 
moments contemplate the position of this young 
lady. Seriously ill^ without any hope of re^ 
covery^ as suppuration of the lungs had taken 
place> her mama in very delicate healthy as well 
as her brother^ and their dependence for support 
rested entirely on Emma's exertions in the school. 
How dark^ how dreary ! She could say indeed^ 
" Lover and friend hast thou put far from me." 
We cannot be surprised that she felt these ques^ 
tions arise in her mind : — ^Will the Lord cast off 
for ever ? and will he be favourable no more ? 
Is his mercy clean gone for ever ? Doth his pro- 
mise fail for evermore ? Hath God forgotten to 
be gracious ? Hath he in anger shut up his 
tender mercies ? From this world she had not 
a ray of light to cheer her. Unbelief was 
struggling with faith. How does the contest 
end P Emma, finding " no rest for the sole of 
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her foot" on earthy flies to the ark, is taken in 
panting with her struggles to get there; all 
strife ceases, she nestles down on her Saviour's 
hosom, meekly breathing, ''Though he slay 
me, yet will I trust in him !" Instantly faith 
and hope are victorions and God is glorified, 
and Emma's spirit reflects more clearly the 
image of her Saviour. Her will is more sub- 
dued, she is resigned to 9uffir the will of her 
heavenly Father. She b not left without help ; 
that holy principle which had enabled her to 
forsake the delusive pleasures of this life, at the 
commencement of her christian course, now 
sustained her. She was ** more than conqueror 
through him who loved " her. In her trials, 
the power of God, and the love of God, were 
manifested, and he was glorified, which explains 
all. May my readers be encouraged to seek 
for such a shelter now, for ** now is the accepted 
time, now is the day of salvation." 

A friend, who was touched with sympathy for 
the suflerers, consented to take charge of the 
school, although quite inadequate, compared 
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with Miss Wingate> for such an undertaking. 
Still she ventured, resting for reward on him 
who has promised to notice " a cup of cold 
water*' given to one of his followers. Mrs; 
Wingate, for a week or two only, was able to 
attend to the domestic arrangements. Her 
anxiety for her daughter brought on a severe 
attack of gout in her back, which confined her 
to her bed and her room for several months. 
Emma and her mama had no longer the power 
of comforting each other by words ; but here I 
must draw a veil over the feelings of mother 
and daughter — language cannot touch them. 

Every afternoon the fever returned regularly. 
Poor Emma, before the time came, would stipu- 
late that no one should come to her unless she 
rang for them. She observed, " One or two hours 
in the day is all I can give to the world : when the 
fever comes on I have as much as I can bear. 
If I have to attend to cares and troubles with 
it, the excitement is too great, and I become 
irritable." 

Only once do I remember an expression of 
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impatience at the dealings of divine providence 
with her. She had been sorely tried^ and when 
I entered the room she exclaimed, ** Oh ! when 
will the grave hide me from my sorrows ?" 

In the month of May Mrs. Wingate and her 
daughter met : it was affecting. Emma spoke 
of the goodness and mercy of God, and pointed 
her mama's attention to the daily supply of all 
their wants. " During the dark days of this 
winter of sorrow, my dear mama, we have had 
S3rmpathy, friendship, and love, such as we have 
never experienced under more favourable circum- 
stances. How we have been soothed by them. 
How light they have made our afiiictions. These 
mercies have all proceeded from our heavenly 
Father ; his banner over us is ' Love.' " Her 
comfort, at this time, was much increased by 
her mama's presence. Spring had returned 
and sunshine, and her favourite flowers were 
once more brought to her. She regarded them 
with fondness, as the companions of her child-t 
hood and youth which she should never see 
again* The spring advanced, the balmy summer 
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approached^ and Emma was permitted to breathe 
the fresh air by having her window open : she 
was also allowed to take what she liked. Often 
her mamma wept with anguish when the violent 
fits of coughing came on. As soon as her suf- 
fering child was sufficiently recovered after 
these distressing attacks, how earnestly she 
would recommend that mother to seek salvation 
in Christ : how earnestly she would use her 
wasting strength in comforting her. 

The school was almost given up. A few 
were instructed who lived in the neighbom'hood, 
to satisfy Emma. In the month of September 
it was considered expedient to remove the in- 
valid to a smaller house, if it could be accom- 
plished. After much thought and contrivance, 
a plan was adopted by which her removal was 
effected with less difficulty than was expected. 
Emma was so much encouraged, that she began 
to question the reality of her danger. She said 
to a friend, " Who can tell, Mary, I may yet 
recover. I do not think it would be advisable 
to give up the school ; I have had a great deal 
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of trouble in securing a connexion. I have 

heard that Mr. has a daughter whom he 

wishes to send to school ; will you oblige me 
by calling on him about her P" Her friend 
endeavoured to dissuade her from troubling 
about such things till she was better. She 
could not prevail. To relieve Emma's anxiety 
she promised she would call. She did so. 

Mr. said he would see Miss Wingate. 

He came : Emma would see him^ but he was 
so much shocked at the devastation that disease 
had wrought in her frame> that he could scarcely 
retain his self-possession to converse with her 
on the subject. He concealed his emotions as 
well as he could, and, on leaving, to satisfy 
her, he promised he would think of it. 

A few days after the above interview, Enmia 
had a severe attack of spasms. Her friend 
coming in soon after she was relieved, she said, 
" My dear Mary, I thought we should meet no 
more in this world. I have been very ill. I 
was taken soon after you went to bed. I would 
not allow you to be disturbed, because you were* 
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fatigued ; still I should have liked you to have 
heen with me, for you know my fears about 
the 

' Dark river of death that is flowing 
Between the bright city and me.' 

Glory be to my God ! I do not fear what is 
beyond death ; and I pray earnestly that when 
I am called to pass the stream, dying grace 
will be given." During the last few days of her 
terrene existence, her intellects appeared to 
brighten, and her memory became more tena- 
cious: nothing escaped her observation. As 
soon as she fixed her eye on the countenances 
of her friends, she read their thoughts. Her 
mind was ever at work. A physician, who called 
on her, said, " You are like an eel ; you have 
life in every part of you." 

Emma's devoted affection for her mama was 
manifested even when she was too exhausted to 
speak. I have sometimes seen her fondly press 
her hand in one of hers, and, with the other, 
point upwards. One day I was present witk 
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them. Mrs. Wingate, who still retained the 
traces of striking beauty, was sitting by the 
couch of her daughter, whose attenuated form 
showed but too plainly the progress of the 
disease. Emma watched her mama's eye, 
understood what was the cause of her sorrow, 
and, as if anxious to devote to filial afiection 
the last energies of her sinking frame, she 
began to speak of the love of her Saviour. 
She took her mother's hand, and, with great 
tenderness, said, " You trust the love of your 
dying child : you know she loves you ; but, oh ! 
^e love of God ! how much greater ? Would 
that you would trust that love. He has pro- 
mised to help the widow that looks to him. 
Besides, my dearest mother, your attractions to 
that 'bright city' are increasing. Think of 
those who are gone before. Who can tell : we 
may sicken and die for you, to bring you out of 
the darkness of sin, that you may, through faith 
in Christ, be clothed with ' the garment of 
salvation.* " She continued, for some minutes, 
^ a strain of heavenly eloquence till stopped 
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by a fit of coughing. This was the last time 
that she could in words urge her mama to flee 
for refuge to the sinner *s friend. 

The following morning she complained of 
her mouth and throat being very much aflfected, 
which rendered it difficult for her to swallow. 
This was a painful symptom to her friends, who 
knew too surely the icy hand of death was not 
far distant. The third night after this symptom 
showed itself was passed so singularly, that 
her friend, who sat up with her, wrote the 
following account of it: — "I never passed 
such a night, it was ' quite on the verge of 
heaven.' When I thought dear Emma was 
sleeping, I was surprised to hear her repeating, 
as well as she could, ' Blessed is he that con- 
sidereth the poor ; the Lord will deliver him in 
time of trouble. The Lord will preserve him 
and keep him alive, and he shall be blessed 
upon the earth ; and thou wilt not deliver him 
unto the will of his enemies. The Lord will 
strengthen him upon the bed of languishing : 
thou wilt make all his bed in his sickness.* 
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' So he does in mj case,' she added. ' Yea; 
he makes my bed, all mj bed. I do not know 
how it is, Mary,' addressing her fHend ; ' bat 
my room appears so light, so beaatifnl, in soch 
order, and yon are dressed in white.' Closing 
her eyes, she mormored, ' They shall walk with 
me in white. 

' Out of great distrets thflj- came, 

Waali'd their robes bj fiuth bdow; 
In the Uood of jonder Lamb, 

Blood that washes white as snow.' 

' Mary, I am so happy ! I cannot tell how it is, 
such a sweet cahn pervades my mind, so sacred ! ' 
Her firiend thought she had wandered in her 
mind, or that a glimpse of the imseen world 
had been permitted her, as, in a low voice, she 
contiQued, ' It is so like angels ! how beautiful ! 
how light ! Who is it by my side ?* Her 
friend satisfied her. She added, ' I am glad 
vou are in white, it is so beautifuL I feel so 
strangely, 1 cannot describe it to you.' She 
then prayed and repeated hymns. Only a 
word conld be occasionally heard. 'What 
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Stillness! how it soothes me!' Thus passed 
the night — a sacred, a holy night. An immortal 
spirit about to break from its prison house, to 
enter the mansion prepared for her by the 
Saviour of sinners. Like Joshua — ^met by the 
Captain of the hosts of Israel just before they 
entered Canaan to give assurance of a safe con- 
voy to ' the land flowing with milk and honey' — 
so this young, yet tried christian, was met by 
the Lord of Hosts, who condescended to conse- 
crate the last night of her earthly existence by 
an unusual manifestation of his love, to prepare 
her for the last conflict." 

Between six and seven, Enmia expressed a wish 
to be washed. She was removed from her bed to the 
sofa, and she requested to have every thing clean. 
Her hair, which curled naturally, she arranged 
herself. When she was lifted back to her bed, she 
blessed God for the mercies she enjoyed. She took 
her breakfast, and continued unusually cheerful 
with a lady who called to see her earlier than was 
customary. ''You see I have prepared for 
company, although you are before your time. 
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Am I not blessed to be surrounded with sach 
cleanliness ?" She then began to tell her what 
a night she had passed through. She continued 
to converse and to be more playful in her 
manner than she had been for some time, 
having no intenniption from her cough till 
twelve o'clock at noon, when she was seized 
with spasms, and her sufferings were severe. 
Her mama could not restrain crying out from 
the violence of her feelings at seeing her dear 
child struggling for breath without being able 
to assist her. Her friends begged she would 
leave the room for her daughter's sake. As she 
was going, Emma's eye was fixed on her with a 
look of inexpressible tenderness. She raised 
her right hand with unexpected strength, 
pointing upwards as long as she could see her 
mother. It then fell. She raised it no more. 
She had been supported by a friend, on whose 
shoulder she was leaning. The difficulty of 
breathing increased. She cried, '* Lord ••• 

give me....... ..patience !" 

The cry w&s heard. She gently reclined her 
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bead^ heaved a sigh, and ministering angels 
conveyed her redeemed spirit to the realms 
of bliss ! 

" Deathless principle, arise ! 
Soar, thou native of the sides ! 
Pearl of price, by Jesus bought, — 
To his glorious likeness wrought— 
Go, to shine before his throne ; 
Deck his mediatorial crown ! 
Go, his triumph to adorn ; 
Made for God, to God return 1 
Lo, he beckons from on high ! 
Fearless to bis presence fly. 
Thine, the merit of his blood ; 
Thine, the righteousness of God ! 
Angels, joyful to attend. 
Hovering round thy pillow, bend ; 
VTait to catch the signal given. 
And escort thee quick to heaven. 
Is thy earthly house distrest. 
Willing to retain its guest P 
^Tis not thou, but it, must die ; 
Fly, celestial tenant, fly! 
Burst thy shackles, drop thy day. 
Sweetly breathe thyself away. 
Singing, to thy crown remove. 
Swift of wing, and fired mXVXo'^^. 
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Shadder not to pass the stream, 
Yenture all thy eare on him ; 
Him, whose dying love and power 
Still'd its tossing, hashed its war. 
Safe is the expanded wave, 
Gentle as a sammer's eve ; 
Not one object of his care, 
Ever suffered shipwreck there. 
See the bayen full in view, 
Love didne shall bear thee through ; 
Trust to that propitious gale, 
Weigh thy anchor, spread thy sail ! 
Saints in glory, perfect made, 
Wait thy passage through the shade ! 
Ardent for thy coming o'er. 
See, they throng the blissfiil shore. 
Moxmt, their transports to improve, 
Join the happy choir above. 
Swiftly to their wish be given, 
Kindle higher joy in heaven! 
Such the prospects that arise, 
To the dying christian's eyes ; 
Such the glorious vista, Faith 
Opens through the shades of death !" 
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